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Introduction: Kyoko Okitegami's Arrest Play 


As Officer Hidarui reluctantly accepted the order from his chief to proceed to Interrogation Room 
Four, a sense of foreboding already weighed heavy on his heart. The destination was not just 
any interrogation room; it was the notorious Room Four, reserved for the most obstinate of 
suspects—though the real dread came from the fact that it had been an age since he had been 
assigned to conduct an interrogation himself. 


He could hardly take it as a pleasant surprise, a chance to shine after so long. 

The truth was, Officer Hidarui had been gently edged out of not just Interrogation Room Four, 
but practically all interrogation rooms at the Chikumagawa Station, simply because he was not 
suited for interrogations. 

It wasn't that he was bad at them. 

On the contrary, he was perhaps too good. 

(But being good isn't quite right either—that's why I'm not suited for it.) 

He thought this not out of humility or self-deprecation. 

He was fully aware of it. 

You could even say he was self-mocking. 

After all, when Officer Hidarui took on the role of the interrogator, suspects would blurt out 
confessions to crimes they hadn't committed... He had never intended to intimidate them harshly 
or stir up undue fear, yet the imposing figure and stern visage of Officer Hidarui seemed to leave 
that very impression on those he questioned. 

At one point, he even earned the ignominious label of "False Accusations Factory." 

Yet, he couldn't simply slack off in his duties (after all, a towering figure like Officer Hidarui 
pressing suspects with a soft, coaxing voice would be frightening in its own right). However, 
after a certain case, even if he had personally arrested a suspect, he was no longer assigned to 
interrogations. 

Yes, it was that time he had arrested a young man—tall as Hidarui himself, but cowering 
throughout the interrogation. The suspect, stooped and timid, seemed suspicious from the start. 
However, the detective summoned just before the transfer to prosecution had demonstrated his 


innocence with a performance akin to a quick-change act, proving Officer Hidarui's arrest to be 
a mistake. 


(They said something about the fastest detective—a famous detective, huh.) 


It wasn't out of sarcasm or a mere joke that Officer Hidarui felt ashamed for nearly sending an 
innocent young man to the prosecutor's office. 


It wasn't that he had refused to apologize for the wrongful arrest despite the reproaches from 
the public. In his mind, if a suspect has the right to remain silent, surely a police officer has the 
right not to testify against oneself—at least that's what Officer Hidarui believed. When the 
detective had presented him with irrefutable "evidence of innocence," he did not attempt to 
cover it up. 


He responded solemnly. As a public servant, he thought that sufficed. 

However, it was undeniable that the incident had sapped Officer Hidarui's enthusiasm—he’'d hit 
a downward slope in his career as an officer. Frankly, he had become sick of playing the role 
that only highlighted the detective's accomplishments. 

(To be a mere stage prop to elevate someone else's heroics... how utterly nauseating.) 

More a lackey than a trusted patrolman; a stooge setting up the act only to end up ridiculed as a 
corrupt officer—it hardly seemed worth it. To be used as a shameless ruler to measure the 
difficulty of a problem without a salary to match. If that were the case, he thought bitterly, it might 
as well be left to the detectives to investigate from the start. 


He thought this almost desperately. 


His superiors must have seen his condition and, out of consideration (or perhaps because they 
didn't know how to handle him), had kept him away from interrogation duties—until today. 


So why on earth, after all this time, was he suddenly being sent to the interrogation room? No 
matter how troublesome the suspect or how stalled the questioning, sending in the "False 
Accusations Factory" seemed far from a wise strategy. 

Well, that was fine. 

It was something he'd understand once he got there. 

He wasn't keen on it, but he didn't have the passion to refuse outright, nor the conviction to 
insist he had retired completely from interrogation. Anyway, with the mindset that this was an 
order from above, Officer Hidarui steeled himself and headed to Interrogation Room Four—and 


indeed, "It was something he'd understand once he got there" turned out to be true. 


His officer's intuition turned out to be dead-on. 


Why he had been assigned to this interrogation became as clear as daylight upon arrival—yet, 
this revelation only served to further muddle the situation. 


The white-haired suspect sitting on the chair in Interrogation Room Four, shackled as per the 
station's regulations, was the very person responsible for keeping Officer Hidarui away from the 
interrogation room—the detective herself. 


She was the genuine master detective. 


As Officer Hidarui entered the room, she greeted him with a smile as if welcoming him, lifted her 
heavily cuffed arms, and while waving her hands flutteringly, she said, 


"Nice to meet you. | am Kyoko Okitegami, the suspect." 
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Ch 1: Kyoko Okitegami's Investigation Room 


"Nice to meet you." 


Hearing those words, Officer Hidarui vividly remembered—ironically—that she was not just any 
detective, and not just a famous detective, but the forgetful detective—the fastest detective, who 
forgets. No, it was precisely because she was forgetful that she was the fastest. 


Since her memory resets every time she sleeps, she must solve any case within a day or so... It 
was no bluff or exaggerated advertising; indeed, right before Officer Hidarui's eyes, she had 
solved cases "in no time at all". 


With blinding high speed. 


Strictly speaking, she had only proven the innocence of the young suspect, not identified the 
perpetrator nor led the case to resolution... 


("I'll leave that to you, Officer Hidarui. Let's both do a good job,” she had the nerve to say so 
nonchalantly...) 


It seems she had completely forgotten. True to her reputation. 


She had forgotten not just the case, but even the existence of Officer Hidarui—of course, 
without any further ado, he had quietly and not quite as quickly arrested the "real criminal" 
afterward, but for the aforementioned reasons, he had not personally conducted any 
interrogation. 


(The very one to face in an interrogation after all this time would be the forgetful detective who 
effectively ended my career in questioning—what kind of fate is this?) 


Confused but not showing it on his face, maintaining a rough, impassive exterior (which was 
said to be scary), Officer Hidarui slowly sat down to face the forgetful detective. He gestured for 
the watching officer in the room to leave... Technically a gray area in the rules, but one-on-one 
interrogations tended to get answers faster, which was Officer Hidarui's old-school method. 


It might have grown even more outdated over time, but that didn't mean he planned to change 
his style just because it had been a while... Anyway, the procedure had already diverged 
significantly from the norm the moment Officer Hidarui was sent in (or the moment the suspect 
was identified as the forgetful detective). The fastest detective would surely not complain about 
a quick conversation. 


"Nice to meet you. I'm Hidarui. My rank is Officer." 

He returned the "first-time greeting" as if probing. 

"Officer, is it? I'm very grateful for the direct interrogation." 

The forgetful detective responded with a cheerful smile. 

The true intentions hidden behind her glasses were utterly inscrutable. 

She seemed carefree, but the fact that she could sit across from Officer Hidarui at this distance 
and still be giggling was absurd—the pressure could make even a middle-aged person cry, 
despite the table between them. 

She seemed utterly unfazed by the handcuffs and waist rope—the room, Interrogation Room 
Four, had barred windows and poor lighting, but she had the grace of someone sitting at an 
open café. 

*TL Note: it does say "waist rope" (also mentioned last chapter, though | went with just 
"shackled" partly because the cover doesn't reflect it), since in modern Japan there's still the 
"combined use of handcuffs and a rope to restrain suspects or defendants during transport or 
court appearances" (kind of phasing out it seems). See also: 


https://www.asahi.com/articles/ASP7V62PPP7VUTILOOD.html 


(I see, this is indeed a "difficult case"... In my career of manufacturing wrongful convictions, this 
is something | have never experienced before. But still.) 


That in itself wasn't the reason Officer Hidarui was put in charge of the interrogation—since he 
has not even been informed of what crime she was arrested for. If there is a reason he was sent 
straight to the interrogation room without any preliminaries, it is only because he has experience 
with the forgetful detective. 

If one were to speak of a career, that was the kind of career he had. 

After a deep sigh, 

"Ms. Kyoko. Do you understand why you are here?" 

He threw out the first question. 


"| have absolutely no idea. | have no memory of any wrongdoing." 


"| thought as much." 
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Even if one tries to conduct an interrogation, it's futile if the suspect herself has completely 
forgotten the "circumstances" in question—interrogation cannot proceed under these conditions. 


One can easily imagine the amount of fruitless exchanges that have unfolded in this room 
between an interrogation officer and this suspect... It would have been somewhat more 
manageable if she had exercised her right to remain silent. 


A suspect with the right to forget. 

At their wits’ end, it somehow came to light that she was the detective who had cooperatively 
resolved an incident that occurred within the jurisdiction, hence the case fell into the lap of 
Officer Hidarui, a natural course of events one could deduce even without being a famed 
detective. 

That was understandable. That made sense. 

The issue at hand was, under what charge was she, now, with her (“innocent’ self), being 
detained like this...? The handcuffs indicate she wasn't a material witness or the like; she'd 


obviously been arrested, but for what accusation? 


No matter how rushed he was, he should have checked that before coming to this room... Could 
it be related to money? 


Recalling the past, the Forgetful Detective had a reputation for being particularly meticulous 
about money... The suspect (client) at that time also paid a significant sum in exchange for their 
freedom. 

(Could it be tax evasion?) 

Indeed, he had wondered how the Forgetful Detective, who forgot the details of a solved case 
by the next day, including the client, managed to pay her taxes... But it's hard to imagine that 
Officer Hidarui of the Criminal Investigation Division would be assigned a tax evasion 
suspect—no matter how “veteran” he was with the detective. 

(Then, it must be a violent crime...) 


Only fitting for Ms. Kyoko. 


*TL Note: "violent" from "violent crime" above is pronounced "kyokou" 


No, it wasn't a laughing matter. Even as a joke, it wasn't particularly good. If this were Kyoto 
Prefecture, with their unique dialect, the pun might have flowed better. 


Either way, this brings about a significant problem beyond the fact that the suspect is the 
Forgetful Detective—having arrested a detective who had cooperatively assisted in 
investigations (albeit unofficially and quite contentiously) as a candidate for a heinous crime. 


At this point, there is ample material for a barrage of criticism from the City Hall—ready for the 
media to eagerly unify and dig up past misfortunes of the Chikumagawa Police Station. 


This would undoubtedly highlight the existence of a certain infamous officer who was once 
notorious for wrongful arrests—though his own reputation (or dishonor), at this moment, didn't 
matter... If it comes to light that they sought the help of a criminal for an investigation, that was a 
serious matter. If the cooperation was unofficial, the situation would only worsen. 


(No... Still, just being handcuffed, tied with a waist rope, and sitting in the interrogation room 
doesn’t mean that... she's actually guilty.) 


The principle of presumed innocence stands. When in doubt, it benefits the accused. 


However, as a “veteran of the Forgetful Detective,” it was difficult to simply believe in her 
innocence... Remembering the past, Ms. Kyoko's demure yet forceful investigative methods 
bordered on criminal. She took corners at alarmingly sharp angles. 


Her collaborations were unofficial, thus potentially illegal. 


(Well, if you start talking about that, then almost no act in this world is free from crime... 
Ultimately, every act touches upon some law or another.) 


As Officer Hidarui was reassessing the situation (both the legal status and his own), Ms. Kyoko 
on the other hand, maintained a consistently cheerful smile—it was as if she had no grasp of the 
situation she was in, an utterly calm smile. 


But one mustn't be fooled by that smile. This detective is as good as armed with her smile. 


She is a detective who can smile the same way at a gory murder scene or amidst the messy, 
muddy dynamics of human relationships—a story he once heard went that she says, "After all, 
I'll forget by tomorrow," unphased by the grotesque or sadism, without a hint of fear. 


Even in the face of a murder scene or a crisis, her nerves (or lack thereof) allow her to remain 
calm, so it would stand to reason that she wouldn't be phased by the enclosed interrogation 
room or by Officer Hidarui's stern face. 


("As for me being known as a ‘False Accusations Factory,’ one could say it's a relief—in this 
case, at least, there's no fear of her being coerced into confessing to a crime she didn't 
commit.") 


"So, let's start with the basics and ask you frankly. Ms. Kyoko, ‘today's you,’ what do you 
remember, and how much?" 


"From that question, it seems you know more about me than | do, huh, Officer Hidarui? 
*Giggle*, have we had a meal together before, or perhaps solved a mystery together?" 


‘It would be delightful if it were the former’, she said. 


Ms. Kyoko didn't answer the question directly but made such an evasive remark—a "tricky 
customer." She didn't take a question as a question... knowing that she didn't necessarily have 
to answer just because she's been asked. Humans are creatures that tend to explain 
themselves, and when asked, they inadvertently react. 


"However, the fact that you've appeared to give this 'me who has no memory’ your full attention, 
unfortunately means that you're here to solve a mystery—is it that you've come to this fourth 
interrogation room as the ‘expert’ in dealing with these daily memory resets of mine? The fourth 
interrogation room—*giggle*. From the looks of the cute detective who was keeping me 
company until just now, it seems like this is the room where troublesome suspects are brought 
in." 


Was the detective's forte "human observation," perhaps? 


Gauging from casual gestures, small remarks, and slight expressions, she cut straight to the 
chase, hitting the nail on the head... it's almost as if the roles were completely reversed. Officer 
Hidarui, a "veteran" officer, could still withstand these "greeting jabs," but the "cute detective" 
who was sitting here until now must have been completely overwhelmed. 


(We just cooperated for one day. In that sense, it was like being police chief for one day; not 
exactly what you'd call an ‘expert’... but the decision of the supervisor who dispatched me was 
at least correct...) 


"From the way your lovely eyebrows furrow, did | not make a very good impression on you, 
Officer Hidarui? | apologize, when I'm confronted with a mystery, | often neglect even the basic 
courtesies. I've completely forgotten about it, so please let bygones be bygones." 


"...No, you didn't offend me. But rather than playing dumb, could you please answer the 
question? Ms. Kyoko, ‘today's you,' what do you remember, and how much?" 


Persistence. Asking the same thing over and over. Emphasizing. Insisting. Tenaciously. 


It's not so much about dealing with a forgetful detective as it is the essence of interrogation—the 
fact that a famous detective can pinpoint things so precisely doesn't really matter in itself. 


She's just provoking with her smile. 
Simply trying to unsettle the other person and elicit a response, in order to gather more 
information—f that's the case, then maybe Officer Hidarui's decision to come directly to the 


fourth interrogation room without doing any preliminary research wasn't so hasty after all. 


At least, there was no worry of Ms. Kyoko peeking at the progress of the investigation or any 
other information from the police side. 


"Unfortunately, | remember absolutely nothing. The only thing that this detective currently 
understands is this phrase left in her memo." 


As she spoke, Ms. Kyoko placed her handcuffed hands on the desk before dragging her left arm 
across it—thereby, the sleeve rolled up, revealing the characters that were written directly on 
her skin with a marker. 

"lam Kyoko Okitegami. 25 years old. A detective. 

My memory resets every day." 

(...Now that | think about it, I've seen this before. Last time too.) 

He never thought he'd face her in the interrogation room for a second time... 

Suspects who are arrested are stripped of the freedom to bring personal items like notes or 
mobile phones into the interrogation room, but, when it comes to memos written on the skin, 


confiscating them is certainly not an option. 


"The moment | woke up, | was arrested in a flurry. | was barely able to grasp who | was, but to 
be honest, that's about all | understand." 


"_..For someone in your situation, you seem quite calm." 


At that point, Officer Hidarui spoke with cautious gravity... When dealing with a detective, one 
must be careful with their words, for you never know when you might be caught out. 


He would not be made a fool of. 


He'd rather get called a corrupt officer. 


"There's no point in fussing about it. After all, I'll forget everything once | sleep." 
"If you're planning to claim insanity..." 


"No, no, | don't recall doing anything, but | plan to assert my innocence clearly and decisively. 
I've been saying this over and over, but it seems it never quite got through to the cute detective." 


Of course it wouldn't get through to the other policeman. 
No matter the nature of the case, it's quite a contradiction for someone who claims to have no 
memory of the incident to also assert their innocence—at that point, it would be more normal for 


one to worry that they might have done something terrible. 


(Well, the "forgetfulness" of a forgetful detective can't be lumped together with the forgetfulness 
from being drunk...) 


In fact, if the forgetful detective had claimed insanity in this situation, it would have posed a 
somewhat difficult challenge for him. Whether a person whose memory resets every day can be 


held responsible is a delicate issue, to say the least. 


Even though she appears quite forthright, one couldn't dismiss the possibility that she might 
have committed a heinous crime thinking, "I'll forget about it tomorrow anyway." 


As of this moment, nothing can be confirmed or denied. 


"Do you have any basis for claiming your innocence? For example, is there something written 
on your right arm saying 'l am innocent'...?" 


"Um, as far as | can see, there don't seem to be any other notes." 

That's what Ms. Kyoko said, but this kind of statement with a disclaimer can't be taken at face 
value. "As far as | can see." It's hard to believe she could check every inch of her skin while 
handcuffed. 

"Still, | think I'm innocent. Because, if |, a master detective, were to commit a crime, there's no 


way | would be arrested so easily. | would surely use a trick, construct an alibi, and commit the 
perfect crime." 


Bluffing?—Probably not. 


Rather, when she declares it with such confidence, Officer Hidarui, as someone who has 
experience with the "Forgetful Detective," couldn't help but be convinced that it indeed made 
sense. 


The illogical reasoning that being arrested itself is proof of innocence was wildly absurd, yet 
somehow compelling. 


Of course, it didn't mean she could be released as innocent... 


(At least, the "Ms. Kyoko" | know wouldn't make such a blunder to be easily arrested by a "cute 
detective"—) 


Even if she might commit a crime, you'd think she would never commit a blunder... yet, the fact 
remains that right now, his thoughts are slowly being directed by the Forgetful Detective. He 
couldn't deny that he had lost the lead in this conversation before he knew it. He must regain 


control. 


"Ms. Kyoko, you seem to have quite a high opinion of your abilities," he ventured with a hint of 
sarcasm. 


Yet she retorted with an almost laughable barefacedness, "Even that is an understatement of 
my capabilities." 


"If you are the 'expert' you claim to be, you would understand, wouldn't you?" 
"An ‘expert’ | am not. | am merely a 'veteran’." 
"A ‘veteran’," she repeated his words. 


Damn. Did he just reveal more than he intended? 


The information drawn out of him was trivial, yet the act of it being drawn out will undoubtedly 
affect the forthcoming "battle of wills." 


The feeling of being at a disadvantage is becoming palpable—even if it is not as severe in 
reality. It is an important sentiment. Just like when Officer Hidarui once experienced the feeling 
of being a ‘sacrificial pawn' at the hands of the Forgetful Detective. 

Trying to reset the conversation, Officer Hidarui cleared his throat and said, 


"And yet, you are indeed under arrest right now." 


"Don't you think it's because that ‘perfect crime' of yours was laid out bare, just like you solved 
others in the past?" 


"Oh my. That's a rather fresh perspective," she chuckled, her laughter rolling effortlessly. 

Her composure remained unshakably affable. 

"However, if that were the case, the person I'd see before me would not be that cute detective, 
but rather a master detective with impressive skills. | might expect as much from you, Officer 
Hidarui, the 'veteran,' but to think that a green young man who doesn't even know who | am 
could see through the ‘perfect crime of the Forgetful Detective’ is, with all due respect, quite 
unthinkable." 

She twisted the logic around marvelously. 


She had the flamboyance of a detective down pat. 


The way she subtly flattered to tickle one's pride—could that be a technique too? She was a 
more challenging adversary than he was prepared for. 


"If you're not the culprit, then who do you propose is, Ms. Kyoko?" 


With a mix of irritation and a pent-up "mood," Officer Hidarui asked almost accusatorily—as if 
doing so could lead a suspect to confess to a crime they didn't commit. 


But Ms. Kyoko, as if she had been waiting for such an absurd question, leaned forward eagerly 
and said, 


"Officer Hidarui, as expected, you see right through me—indeed, | was just about to discuss that 
very topic." 


She feigned having her words drawn out—what a detestable detective. 

Tied to the chair, her leaning forward was merely a modest tilt of her body. 

"Who exactly is the culprit? The real perpetrator? | believe | can uncover that—the fastest." 
"The fastest, you say—" 

She is, after all, the Forgetful Detective. 

Solving any case within a day. Instantaneous feats of mystery unraveling. 


"You intend to prove your innocence yourself?" 


Just like Officer Hidarui once witnessed the young man, who had been a suspect, prove his 
innocence, was she now going to prove her own? 


As a master detective. 

"Yes. If only you could provide me with the details," 
Ms. Kyoko stated, decisively. 

And the Forgetful Detective did not forget to add this: 


"| would like to discuss my fee for this request, if you don't mind. | am willing to accept a 
performance-based reward—" 


To ensure the integrity of the legal institutions, Officer Hidarui knew it was outrageous to expect 
them to pay the investigation fees for clearing one's own name. Yet, this was accompanied by 
the typical, unruffled businesslike demeanor of Ms. Kkyoko—a manifestation of the unshakable 
nature of her character, as known to the "veteran" Officer Hidarui. 


Didn't she feel a sense of crisis? 
Regardless, it was time to wrap things up. 


Certainly, it was out of the question to accept such a demand (business activity?), but 
nonetheless, there was a limit to conducting an interrogation without knowing the details of the 
case. In order to ascertain whether the innocence she claimed held any credibility, it was 
necessary to step out from the fourth interrogation room and look through the case file. 


Officer Hidarui, who was waiting in the corridor, informed the supervising police officer that the 
suspect should be taken to the detention center. 


"Keep her in solitary. She's a detective. If you put her in a shared room, she could become a 
source of trouble." 


Being a detective is a profession that tends to be easily resented by criminals—moreover in the 
case of the forgetful detective, who forgets the resentment. A quarrel in the detention center 
wouldn't probably lead to a murder case, but it was better to be cautious. 


"Treat her with care. Even though she says her memory resets every day, that detective is 
well-versed in the law. If you mess with her carelessly, she might just pull the rug out from under 
you." 


With that caution, Officer Hidarui returned to the floor where the investigation division was 
located and tracked down his junior officer, who had been dubbed "Cute Detective" by the 
suspect (well, it was a somewhat better nickname than being called a "False Accusations 
Factory") and requested the submission of the documents. 

Normally, even if the order came from a senior officer, handing over a case that one was in 
charge of, or a suspect that one had arrested, would be unpleasant, to put it mildly. But 
surprisingly, the junior officer readily handed over the file that was still in progress. 

Without hesitation. 

In fact, he seemed relieved to be rid of it—just how much had he been grilled in the fourth 
interrogation room? He must be exhausted. The thought of that being a future version of oneself 
was disheartening, but Officer Hidarui, while contemplating such a future, sat down at his desk 
and casually flipped through the pages. 

"Suspect—Kyoko Okitegami. Age—claims to be twenty-five. 

Gender—female. Glasses—present. 

Occupation—detective. Owner of the Okitegami Detective Agency. 

Date of Birth—unknown. Place of Birth—unknown. 

Background—unknown." 

(Unknown background...?) 

That was surprising. 

Indeed, if a forgetful detective whose memory resets every day fails to remember her own past, 
that was certainly understandable. However, it is quite unusual that a public institution, after 


conducting an official investigation, came up empty-handed. 


It was as if her past had been erased, leaving a blank slate—not only was there a lack of 
awards or punishment, but there were also no records of a driver's license or passport. 


It was as if accessing the data of someone who didn't exist... Of course, the age she claimed 
was uncertain, but now even her name, "Kyoko Okitegami", seemed dubious as to whether it 


was real or not. 


Her profile practically begged to be doubted. There was nothing but room for questions. 


If one didn't view her as a detective, there might not be a more suspicious person. It was a 
wonder she hadn't been arrested before. Probably, this multitude of "unknowns" would 
technically be considered illegal. 


(...Well, let's see.) 


What kind of charge had such a woman been arrested for? A sudden interest 
sprouted—however, that somewhat cautious expectation was met with an anticlimactic betrayal. 


In a way, it was as expected. 


The initial thought of Officer Hidarui about money was not far off—however, rather than tax 
evasion or fraud, the crime was robbery-homicide. 


Robbery-homicide. 
A true heinous crime. No joke, it was a serious offense. 


For the sake of money, she was accused of taking a life—and on top of that, she had been 
arrested on the spot. The more the incomplete documents were read, the further away from 
innocence she seemed; Ms. Kyoko's guilt appeared to be confirmed. 


It was unthinkable that there was another criminal. 


They had gathered all the evidence they could. It seemed her fingerprints were all over the 
murder weapon. 


There was no need for detention; the case could be sent for indictment immediately, as if on a 
conveyor belt of streamlined operations—it was quite possible that she was indeed the culprit, 
having simply forgotten her own crime. Offering to assist in the investigation in exchange for 
payment (and insisting on being paid) was an offer that seemed ludicrously brazen, but to 
dismiss it outright would be... 


(...) 

Officer Hidarui was hesitant. 

It was a flicker of doubt. No, not just a flicker—a clear point of anxiety. 

If a master detective were to commit a crime, it would presumably be a perfect crime, using all 
sorts of tricks—such was the absurd assertion of Ms. Kyoko that could not just be taken at face 


value. However, the heinous crime that one gleaned from the case files was too crude, too 
messy—if one could say so. 


Far from a perfect crime, it seemed there was no one to suspect but Ms. Kyoko—it was 
precisely because of that, it felt unnatural. 


Even if it wasn't the work of a master detective, even if it was a short-sighted crime for monetary 
gain, wouldn’t she make some effort not to get caught? It was unthinkable that a criminal would 
intentionally create a situation where they were the only suspect. 


(Well, unless it was a self-aggrandizing, theatrical crime...) 


With the charge being robbery-homicide, there could be no ideology behind it, no matter how 
you looked at it. 


Saying that someone is too suspicious to be suspicious was as illogical as saying being 
arrested as a detective is proof of innocence—but perhaps, just maybe, the master detective 
was set up in a trap. This suspicion flitted through Officer Hidarui's mind. 


Could she have been framed?... He couldn't help but think from the unique perspective of 
someone who had been branded a "False Accusations Factory." 


It might be that she was being framed by someone holding a grudge against the detective—and 
if that were the case, the disadvantages of being a forgetful detective would become starkly 
apparent. For example, she would be unable to assert an alibi for the time of the 
incident—because she would have forgotten. 


(...Before she peacefully sleeps in her holding cell, it might be better to have a thorough talk with 
her again. Or, given her state, maybe before that...) 


It might be wise to consult an "expert" in this case. Officer Hidarui is a "veteran" individual, 
rather than an expert... and moreover, he has been through a bitter experience that changed his 
detective life drastically, so it was difficult to say that he could make an objective judgment about 
her. Regrettably, personal feelings tend to take precedence. 

To prevent another wrongful conviction, it would be prudent to seek advice from a former victim 
of such an injustice—certainly, that awkward young man was a regular client of the Okitegami 
Detective Agency. 

In other words, a professional in matters of wrongful accusations, and hence, by that very token. 
An expert on the forgetful detective. 


(His name was, let's see... yes, | believe it was Yakusuke Kakushidate...) 
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And so, | became involved in this case. 
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Ch 2: Yakusuke Kakushidate's Lecture on Ms. Kyoko 


To be perfectly frank, | have little desire to meet the police officer who mistakenly arrested me. 
There's not an ounce of excitement in me. | do feel a pounding in my chest, but it's the kind with 
breathlessness, a heart racing with trepidation. Having almost been wrongly charged with a 
crime, it's only natural to feel a sense of dread, but more often than not, these officers become 
more hostile towards me *after* the mistake in my arrest is uncovered than before... they bare 
their enmity. 


In the interrogation room, whether it's the "empathic type" detective who sometimes shows a 
caring side, or the "human rights advocate" detective who defends me from the other detectives’ 
tirades, as soon as the brilliant deduction of the master detective slices through the tangled 
mess after my catchphrase "Please let me call a detective!" and my innocence is suddenly 
revealed, they turn on me—seeing me as the "enemy." 


To me, it's an utterly irrational tale, but upon closer reflection, | can't say | entirely fail to 
understand their feelings. They aren't incomprehensible. 


When people brandish righteousness, or more precisely, justice, they become aggressive. But 
even more so when someone appears and points out their mistakes, when someone appears 
and threatens their current position, then they become the mosts aggressive—perhaps to the 
police officers, someone like me, a victim of a wrongful accusation, is an abominable evil, more 
loathsome than a criminal, as if | could tarnish the dignity of the state authority. 


What a terrifying irony. 

It's as if it's a parable, but there seems to be no lesson to be learned. 

Still, the reason | decided to meet with Officer Hidarui needs no explanation—it's because the 
breaking news that Ms. Kyoko had been arrested came flying in. As a piece of news significant 
enough to make me stop writing my resume in my constant job search, it was more than 
sufficient. 

Every time | was mistakenly arrested, or even just suspected as the criminal, | would yell, 
"Please let me call a detective!" Now, it's Ms. Kyoko who needs my help—or so I'd like to think, 
but I'm not so foolishly optimistic. My assumptions aren't that wild. 


For Ms. Kyoko, today is all there is. 


There's no way Ms. Kyoko, arrested as she was, would remember a regular client like me. 


"As an expert in the Forgetful Detective, | want you to talk to you," that's what he said. 
Hahaha. 


Then calling me was the right choice. Probably no one else has sent more requests to Ms. 
Kyoko than me. 


But, this isn't the time to be smug. 
The forgetful detective got arrested. 


Even though | immediately thought with conviction, "That can't be! Not Ms. Kyoko! It has to be a 
wrongful accusation!" | had to stop and think. | couldn't make a light judgment—for as much as 
Ms. Kyoko is my benefactor, I've seen firsthand how she and other master detectives have 
pointed out and picked apart "this person, of all people," as the true culprit. 


Paradoxically, "unexpected criminals" are no longer even unexpected to me—the equation of 
"detective = criminal" has become almost as ancient as classical civilizations. So, to believe in 
Ms. Kyoko, | need to meet with Officer Hidarui to learn the full story—I want to know the 
circumstances, no matter what. 


Officer Hidarui. 


She might not remember him, but | do... indeed, he was infamously known as the "False 
Accusations Factory." 


Yes, | have been victimized by wrongful accusations hundreds of times (I'm exaggerating, it's 
really been only about a hundred times), but if | can boast about anything, it's that no matter 
how persistently | was doubted, | never admitted to a crime | didn't commit—that is, except for 
the time when | almost buckled under Officer Hidarui. 


| nearly confessed to a crime | hadn't done. 

Facing a Japanese person taller than myself is exceedingly rare—well, in terms of height alone, 
| might still be a tad taller, but compared to my slender frame, Officer Hidarui seems so broad 
that one might suspect he’s wearing padded clothing. 

Rather than just large, he’s rugged. 

The perfect silhouette of a martial artist. 

In his presence, my concerns shifted more towards ensuring my personal safety in the 


immediate future rather than being honest... To avoid upsetting him, | began to line up "facts" 
that, while not flattery, were certainly convenient for him to hear. 


It's an experience of humiliation and fear | remember all too well, one I'd rather forget but can't... 
However, even someone like him seemed overwhelmed in the presence of the master detective 
| had called, Ms. Kyoko. 


Perhaps he's not a bad person, being burly (and having a scary face) aside... Regardless of 
good or bad, as previously mentioned, to him, | am a "living witness of a wrongful arrest," and 
just as much as | don't want to meet him, he wouldn't want to meet me, maybe even more so. 
Yet he insists on meeting, which feels somewhat off on its own. 


Or maybe he suspects me as an accomplice. 


| never seriously considered that possibility, but rather than meeting at the police station where 
Officer Hidarui works (| might be arrested the moment | step in; that institution, which oversees 
the local security, is "enemy territory" for me), or at my apartment (he might conduct a house 
search, and "find" suspicious items that don't exist), we agreed to meet at a franchised family 
restaurant, a safe neutral ground. 


Such paranoid behavior on my part might ironically be the cause of suspicion. 


The reunion with Officer Hidarui, after such a considerable time had passed, was not a dramatic 
one with high-fives and hugs, of course... It began with an awkward silence and mutual 
aloofness, as a detective known for fabricating false charges and a job-seeker prone to being 
falsely accused sat down at the same table. 


| was quite nervous, but needless to say, the sight of two large men, not particularly close, sitting 
across from each other stirred up the idyllic atmosphere of the restaurant. 


It was dinner time, so we each placed an order (I intended to order the chef's recommended 
dish but accidentally got a pork cutlet bowl—hopefully, that wasn't taken as a jab... Officer 
Hidarui ordered a low-carb meal), and then we finally got to the main point. 


What was clear, however, was that Officer Hidarui wouldn't divulge any details about the 
incident for which Ms. Kyoko was arrested—it's no exaggeration to say that | came here to find 
out about that, yet he told me nothing. 


"It's what you call 'an investigative secret.’ There's also the matter of the victim's privacy." 


When faced with such a response, it's indeed true, but still, if I'm only to answer questions and 
get nothing in return, that's not fair. 


This isn't an interrogation room. 
| have no intention of just answering questions unilaterally. 


‘There's nothing more to talk about then, I'll be leaving'—I could say that, but I'm not so 
emotional as to assert myself that strongly. 


| remember seeing a parable, was it game theory, or perhaps a concept from behavioral 
economics, being featured on a TV program. 


$1000 must be split between Mr. A and Mr. B—Mr. A gets to decide the split. However, Mr. B 
has the right to overturn Mr. A's decision. If Mr. B disagrees with the split, neither Mr. A nor Mr. B 
will get a single dollar—meaning, Mr. A must propose a distribution plan that Mr. B finds 
satisfactory. 


Certainly, in this case, what should be the best plan for Mr. A to consider? How many dollars 
should Mr. A and Mr. B each have? 


If a timid person like me were Mr. A, | might try to please Mr. B out of fear of his reneging and 
offer a division plan of 400 dollars to 600 dollars, or perhaps even 300 dollars to 700 dollars—l 
would only go as far as an even split of 500 dollars each, if | were to be very bold. 


However, the correct answer in this situation is Mr. A 999 dollars: Mr. B 1 dollar—or to put it 
more bluntly, Mr. B's share could even be a single cent. 


No matter how powerful Mr. B's right to renege is, if he exercises it, his share becomes zero—so 
if he thinks without emotion and purely in terms of profit and loss, accepting the distribution plan 
proposed by Mr. A, whatever the pittance, is the best response. 


There's no need for Mr. A to compromise. 


...Realistically, if Mr. A were to propose such a grossly unfair and unjust distribution plan of 999 
dollars to 1 dollar, Mr. B would probably refuse it. The anger of being "looked down upon," or the 
future projection that "if | accept this, it will continue for a lifetime," would take precedence over 
the immediate benefit. He would not bend just for a mere dollar. 


It's like the Prisoner's Dilemma, a purely theoretical exercise... However, for someone like me 
who has been rescued from dire situations many times by a benefactor, who is now ina 
situation almost like that of a prisoner, | cannot prioritize immediate benefits over rational 
thought. When sharing a cake, the correct answer is for Mr. A to cut and Mr. B to choose—as 
fair as it seems, such orthodox logic might be too idealistic. 


| have no choice but to cling to the slim chance of obtaining even a slight piece of information, 
providing one-sided information if necessary... | can't shoot for the stars as if | were Mr. A; 
instead, I'd become a docile and adorable Mr. B who obediently accepts what is told. 
"Understood, Officer Hidarui. But at least could you tell me the charges for which Ms. Kyoko 
was arrested? Otherwise, even as an expert on Ms. Kyoko, | can't make an appropriate 
comment." 


"Hmm," Officer Hidarui seemed to ponder. 


Perhaps | came off as surprisingly annoying... Either that, or perhaps my thick-skinned or 
peculiarly expert-sounding statements simply offended him. 


"Alright. But please, no talking to others about this, Mr. Kakushidate. After all, the fact that | am 
in contact with you like this isn't something to be praised." 


Of course, that would be the case. 
The image of the executor of a wrongful arrest and the victim sharing a dinner would provoke all 
kinds of speculation; it could cause quite a stir if it became publicly known. Perhaps Officer 


Hidarui preferred not to meet at the police station or my house for that reason. 


However, this awareness (mixed in with some self-preservation) might have been too naive... 
The situation was more serious. So much so that it was no longer a case of playing coy games. 


"The charge Ms. Kyoko is facing is murder." 

Leaning forward, Officer Hidarui whispered this to me... The whispering between two bulky men 
must have seemed quite comical to the surrounding patrons (in fact, it could be considered 
severe punishment to witness such odd behavior during a pleasant meal), but even knowing 
this, it was a conversation we couldn't have loudly. 

Murder? A murder charge? 

Not tax evasion, embezzlement, bribery, fraud—but murder? 

It was a chilling accusation. 

| may have been accused of numerous false charges, and | am sure | would have no complaints 
if anyone called me a 'False Accusations Master’, but today | feel thoroughly surpassed by Ms. 


Kyoko—though we're not certain yet that Ms. Kyoko is being falsely accused. 


"| thought her arrest meant something to do with money—" 


"Yes. | thought so too." 


Our opinions coincidentally matched. Well, anyone would agree with this opinion—unable to 
contain my agitation, | desperately tried to think. 


Ms. Kyoko committing murder? 

Could such a thing happen? 

No, what | must remember, and remember well, is that being a detective does not guarantee 
one will not commit a crime—just as being a police officer does not make one a good person. 


And of course, being a victim of false accusation does not make one a saint either. 


On the contrary, being a detective, there have unfortunately been cases where detectives have 
led people to death. 


There are, rather, a myriad of them. 

In the scenes of mystery-solving, the culprits confronted with deduction sometimes choose 
death—a situation still with some room for emotional consideration, but there are also detectives 
who are more actively "executing" criminals in the name of justice without end. 

Is it okay to kill a criminal? Or, is it okay to kill a wrongdoer? 

This question is a delicate issue for humanity related to the death penalty system; it's not a 
theme that can be discussed in the context of mystery entertainment. However, for detectives 
who deduce murder cases, murder becomes something familiar, for better or worse. 

Kyoko Okitegami, the professional detective, seemed to have little inclination to judge criminals, 
yet |, as an authority on the forgetful detective, do not know everything about her—it's not 
entirely impossible that a sense of justice hidden in her heart could run wild, leading to a murder 
case. 

"By the way, it's robbery-homicide." 

"R-R-Robbery-homicide!?" 

| inadvertently raised my voice in the family restaurant at dinner time. 


In a hurry to cover it up, | blurted out, "R-Rubbery on the inside? The meat?" 


Officer Hidarui, behaving as a veteran detective or perhaps a police chief should, promptly went 
along with it, saying, "Yes. It ruined our whole gathering." People probably thought us to be two 


huge steak aficionados, but that was certainly better than them knowing we were the "False 
Accusations Factory" and a guy prone to false accusations. 


But still, if it were a case of forgery, it would have been more like Ms. Kyoko, yet robbery and 
murder... that's highly specific. Too specific, it's more like overkill. 


It is no longer an irregularity as an office manager or an impropriety as a master detective—it's a 
plain heinous crime. 


"Robbery and murder, that's at least a crime punishable by life imprisonment, isn't it..." 
"...Mr. Kakushidate, you seem to be quite knowledgeable about criminal law." 

Oops. Suspicion has fallen upon me. This is bad. Not smooth at all. 

I've just been reading up on law books to avoid false accusations... 

"Robbery murder is, after all, a financially related crime..." 

Officer Hidarui muttered that. 


That being said, it is exactly what it sounds like, but it's a charge quite far removed from Ms. 
Kyoko's gentle image—however, it's also true that she is not as demure as she appears. 


Just as there are two sides to every piece of paper, there are two sides to every person. 


| have keenly felt this through my life of false accusations, and there's no reason to make an 
exception just for Ms. Kkyoko—she's much more human than "having a sense of justice hidden 
inside". 


However, on the other hand, there was something that worried me. 


It may be repetitive to say, but if it's a robbery-murder, then it is unquestionably a heinous crime. 
Naturally, it should be reported in the media. However, based on the manner in which Officer 
Hidarui has spoken thus far, it's difficult to estimate the date and time of the incident. 
Nevertheless, it must have occurred within the past few days, possibly even today—that much 
seems certain. Yet, | am not aware of such a vicious crime stirring up the world of newspapers, 
television, or the internet. 


As someone who could, at any moment, be wrongfully accused from any number of angles, | 
naturally keep a vigilant eye on crime reporting (as much as | do on the Japanese laws—though 
| should be careful not to awaken any further suspicion in Officer Hidarui). At the very least, | 
have no recollection of a sensational headline like "Famous Detective Arrested for 
Robbery-Homicide!" 


Could it be that there's a media blackout? In the end, unless the police make an announcement, 
news of an incident hardly ever makes it out into the world... 


"It's not exactly a media blackout," said Officer Hidarui. "For the time being, | have decided to 
keep it under wraps... considering the situation with Ms. Kyoko." 


Officer Hidarui didn't spell it out, but essentially, he wants to avoid the news breaking in a bizarre 
way—that a famous detective once involved in investigating cases in his jurisdiction has been 
arrested for a serious crime. 


Hmm. 


Taking a harsh view, one might call it a form of protective concealment, but from the standpoint 
of defending his organization, it's a natural notion—should the reporting become overheated 
and reach the worst-case scenario, the issue wouldn't just be contained within Officer Hidarui's 
station. 


After all, Ms. Kyoko has been assisting with investigations at police stations all across the 
country. When looking at it from a broad, organizational perspective, the police force is a regular 
and challenging client of the Okitegami Detective Agency. 

For the police, the revelation that a famous detective who had been covertly assisting them was, 
in fact, a vicious murderer would be an unthinkable scandal... Every case she has contributed to 
solving, including those involving the troublesome Mr. Yakusuke, would have to be re-examined. 
Extraordinary caution must be exercised, and even that may not be enough. 


In some respects, the situation is more severe than a police officer's misconduct. 


And while Officer Hidarui says, "It's my own decision," even someone with no deductive skills 
can easily imagine that this reflects the consensus of the department or the station. 


He's taking on too much. 


Rather than having a strong sense of responsibility, he might simply be clumsy—at that 
moment, | felt a sense of affinity for the officer who had mistakenly arrested me for the first time. 


However, in truth, that's an unnecessary concern. If he approached me for "strategies and 
countermeasures" for that reason, it would be an overreaction... After all, Ms. Kyoko is the 
"Forgetful Detective." 


It would certainly be problematic if her unofficial investigative assistance became public 
knowledge, but there are no records of her having contributed to any investigation. 


There's not enough evidence. 


That's precisely why a private detective like her could, albeit secretly, take on requests from the 
police... However, no matter how much someone digs up, no media, no matter how skilled, can 
prove it. 


There's nothing to worry about. One simply needs to deny knowledge. 


... However, | didn't feel inclined to share that and relieve Officer Hidarui of his burden, nor was | 
so empathetic towards the police. 


| might be criticized for not fulfilling my duties as a good citizen, but | couldn't possibly say, "It's 
all right, you can proceed with the formalities and send Ms. Kyoko to prosecution." 


| feel sorry for Officer Hidarui coming all this way to seek my insight, but even if Ms. Kyoko were 
the perpetrator of a heinous crime, | would be on her side. 


At least until the circumstances are clear. 


Although this expert does not know her well enough to claim that Ms. Kyoko is absolutely 
innocent, | can say with a hundred per cent certainty that she is my irreplaceable benefactor. 


I'm sure someone will find out sooner or later, without me having to point it out (and if you look 
all over Japan, there are probably police officers who know half as much about Ms. Kyoko as | 
do), but until then I'd like to maintain a restricted press coverage. 


At that point, | realized that there was something | had to ask, something that needed to be 
asked first and foremost, but the word "robbery-murder" was so impactful that it slipped my 
mind. 


"Excuse me, about the charges—no, is Ms. Kyoko admitting to the crime of robbery-murder? 
How far has the interrogation progressed?" 


When amateurs try to use specialized terms, it only adds to the suspicion, so | asked Officer 
Hidarui in simpler terms. 


Officer Hidarui seemed hesitant to answer (I braced myself for the typical Japanese line, "the 
police have not yet confirmed or denied whether the suspect has admitted to the crime"), but he 


told me: 


"She denies it categorically. Calmly, yet resolutely." 


Through this exchange, | wondered if he had opened up to me a bit—perhaps our game of cat 
and mouse was working. 


"Since it's a red-handed arrest, it seems there should be no room for denial. However, according 
to her, 'If |, as a detective, were to commit a crime, it would have to be a perfect crime. The fact 
that | have been arrested like this is proof of my innocence.” 


"Ha..." 
That's a typical comment from Ms. Kyoko. 
Thick-skinned and defiant. 


| was worried that she might be exhausted from the interrogation as | often am, but it seems that 
wasn't the case—perhaps it was Officer Hidarui who was more exhausted. 


However, he did not elaborate on the details, but from his comment, it seemed Ms. Kyoko had 
already forgotten her memories of the incident. The fact that it was a "red-handed arrest" was 
probably not information Officer Hidarui intended to leak, but including that, | surmise that Ms. 
Kyoko was arrested upon waking up... Hmm. 


"Mr. Kakushidate, what | really want to ask is, how credible is the claim that ‘because she's a 
detective, her arrest proves her innocence'?" 


It's a bizarre question that could almost make me laugh if asked seriously, but it's slightly 
different from the cliché that "a detective is a hero of justice, so they can't be the culprit.” 


"Hmm..." 

| felt guilty for not giving proper advice that even if the arrest of the forgetful detective was made 
public, her close ties with the police organization would not be exposed, and so | fell into deep 
thought... | couldn't give an irresponsible answer. 

Not just as a professional, but also as a person. 

"This may not be much of an answer, but... soeaking from common sense, just because she's a 


famous detective doesn't mean she can commit the perfect crime. There may be ‘evils that 
cannot be judged by law,' but in my view, perfect crimes are impossible." 


"Of course, there might be some famous detectives who can do it, but Ms. Kyoko is the fastest 
detective, not the all-powerful one. There are things she cannot do. However..." 


After much deliberation, it ended up as if | was speaking while thinking aloud. 
"It's certain that the crime of robbery-murder is very unlike Ms. Kyoko." 
"...Very unlike a master detective, you mean?" 


"No, it's not about being a master detective or anything like that, but even if it's a matter of 
money, it just doesn't seem like something Ms. Kyoko would do... | can't quite put it into words" 


In the end, it doesn't feel much different from saying "Ms. Kyoko, of all people, wouldn't do this." 
What I'm trying to say here is that even if she committed murder impulsively or even violently for 
the sake of money, if Ms. Kyoko were to do it, the crime would probably be called something 
else... But this inexpressible, emotional way of speaking is exactly the answer that Officer 
Hidarui wanted, as he nodded deeply, saying, "Indeed." 

"| can't go into detail, but it was a rather crude and sloppy crime. | had a sense of mismatch, as 
if it wasn't suited for the fashionable Ms. Kyoko... This is something | realized while talking to 
you now. We can't formally adopt the absurd logic that being a master detective means her 
arrest was mistaken, but your angle on this seems reliable, Mr. Kakushidate." 

"N-Not at all." 

It's nothing more than a notion that can't be used formally—it's all based on my impressions. 
And if you ask me whether it's like Ms. Kyoko to dress a corpse in a gorgeous, beautiful dress, 
or to decorate the crime scene stylishly, | can't exactly agree to that either. 

The reasoning doesn't hold up. 

It makes a lot more sense to see the person's denial as "simply forgetting the crime." 


"Then, let me ask you another question." 


When he said this, I, being used to being interrogated, almost reflexively started to recite my 
alibi, but of course, that wasn't the question. 


"Has the forgetful detective ever been caught in a trap? That is—has she ever been framed by 
the real culprit, or falsely accused of a crime that never existed?" 


Hmm. This might be the cue for Yakusuke Kakushidate the expert on the forgetful detective, not 
as a commentator on wrongful convictions. 


Well, it's not as if such similar cases hadn't happened to Ms. Kyoko. It's an occupation prone to 
grudges, and there are criminals who, rather than letting a master detective exhibit their 
extraordinary deductive skills, conceive of silencing them by framing them with a false charge. 


...But as far as | know, there has never been a case that led to an arrest. Ms. Kyoko had always 
managed to elegantly evade the traps and the false charges set for her. 


That's what makes this all the weirder, too. 

If Ms. Kyoko was caught in someone's trap and arrested, then the argument "It's impossible for 
a master detective to fall for such a trap" would stand. Therefore, there are two possibilities that 
come to mind following this line of thought... Either Ms. Kyoko was indeed not caught in a trap 
but was the true perpetrator of the crime and that's why she was arrested. 

The logical conclusion would be just that, but there's another forced, speculative deduction that 
comes to mind... This is not so much the professional opinion of Ms. Kyoko, but rather, it's 
almost like the opinion of someone on Ms. Kyoko's side. 

"She knew it was a trap and fell into it on purpose—right?" 

"She walked into a trap on her own...?" 


Officer Hidarui, looking dubious, got the following response: 


"For Ms. Kyoko, getting arrested on purpose for the sake of solving a case seems incredibly like 
her. It's just so chic, stylish, and cool," and | continued, 


"Not necessarily a case of ‘nothing ventured, nothing gained,’ but perhaps Ms. Kyoko was trying 
to gather information about the case, and that's how she got arrested on the spot by the police 
without ever trying to escape. Officer Hidarui, didn't Ms. Kyoko say something about wanting to 
cooperate with the investigation during the interrogation?" 


It seems—she had said something to that effect. 


If | were to speak again as an expert on the forgetful detective, surely Ms. Kyoko must have 
demanded a hefty fee for her services. 


Upon parting with Mr. Kakushidate, Officer Hidarui immediately headed back to the police 
station. 
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Ch 3: Kyoko Okitegami's Jail Cell 


With a grim resolve, Officer Hidarui made his way to the detention cells located in the basement 
of the Chikumagawa Police Station. 


The meeting he had with the suspect he had once wrongfully arrested, Yakusuke Kakushidate, 
had been quite fruitful. Recalling the past, it was difficult to say their reunion was pleasant for 
either party, but reluctantly meeting had its worth, at least on his side. 


(He was still the same timid, suspiciously acting hunchbacked young man... yet, when it came to 
speaking about the Forgetful Detective, he became oddly animated.) 


It could be said that this was when he was acting the most suspicious. 


When he heard that Yakusuke was currently unemployed, even the notorious "False 
Accusations Factory" felt a twinge of guilt. However, it seemed that his unemployment was 
unrelated to Hidarui's wrongful arrest—after that incident, Yakusuke had been wrongly accused 
multiple times and had changed jobs frequently. 


Nevertheless, as a contributing cause, if not the direct one, Officer Hidarui took care to not be 
overbearing as he paid for their meal. The expense wouldn't be covered by the department, thus 
coming out of his own pocket, but given the information he had obtained, it was far too cheap a 
price to pay for it. 


Still, as much help as he had gotten, the possibility suggested by this "expert in the Forgettful 
Detective" was profoundly distasteful... For Officer Hidarui, it was an intolerable possibility. 


(Did she intentionally get arrested to participate in the investigation? Did she willingly let herself 
be handcuffed to gain information on a case she herself had forgotten?) 


If that were true, it would be preposterous. 

He felt an urgent need to confront her—he felt like he'd been somewhat of a rotten, pouting 
detective ever since he got moved away from the interrogation room, but now it felt like he had 
been refueled to the brim. 


No, more like fuel added to the fire. 


In any case, he was angry and furious... it was as if she had insulted the very essence of 
criminal investigations. 


Of course, she likely didn't intend it that way—she was, in her own manner, simply adopting the 
most drastic and efficient logical approach to understand the outline of the case she had 
forgotten, or to clear herself of the suspicions cast upon her. 


Yet, this turned his junior detective into a mere hound for the hunt—positioning Officer Hidarui 
once again as a supporting player in the crazy spin of events. All of them serving their roles. 


That was insufferably arrogant. 

If the case was solved, it didn't matter who solved it—he was in basic agreement with the idea 
that civilians could solve cases too. He wasn't bothered by the thought of someone else stealing 
the credit. He had long since stopped competing in that race. 


(Yet, why does this detective make my heart feel so restless, so irritated?) 


He couldn't see himself becoming a blissfully ignorant believer like the young Kakushidate, 
although he thought it would be easier if he could. 


(No—that position is, in its own way, the flip side of my own stance.) 

The other must have his own struggles, his own complexities. 

It's because they were two sides of the same coin that they couldn't understand each other over 
such a fine line—however, Officer Hidarui wasn't heading to the detention cells simply to vent 
his anger on the Forgetful Detective. 

There was an interesting passage in the conversation he had with the young Kakushidate 
(during his "Ms. Kyoko Lecture")—a passage born out of the follower's emotional intuition, or 
perhaps it was a hypothesis. 

While carefully withholding information, Officer Hidarui had revealed during the interrogation that 
"the Forgetful Detective keeps a memo on her left arm and that seems to be the only input she 
currently understands about herself," but, 

"That's probably a lie," 

said Kakushidate, maintaining his modest demeanor yet definitively concluding so. 

"Regardless of her memo, | believe there is other information she has grasped. Clues or hints, if 
you will. As someone who always seems to have an ace up their sleeve... the fact that she's 


exposed the memorandum on your left arm means there must certainly be another trump card." 


"Then, does she have another memo written somewhere on her body?" 


They had, of course, considered that possibility. However, the young Kakushidate said, 

"Maybe we should say she ‘had’ it," 

as he crossed his arms with a troubled look. 

"If you get arrested and put into a detention cell, you'll inevitably have to change your clothes. If 
you fear the police might see your skin during that time, perhaps you've already erased any 
memo other than the one on your left arm... After all, there are 'indelible magic markers’ as well 


as 'magic markers that disappear with friction.” 


Even if there were any remaining notes, they would now only exist in Ms. Kyoko's mind—or so 
the expert concluded. 


(Then | must extract that information today...) 

He couldn't wait until tomorrow. 

He was anxious, but if he waited until tomorrow, the Forgetful Detective would have forgotten all 
about it—it's preposterous to ask a suspect for help in an investigation, but he had to extract that 


priceless information by any means necessary. 


(Well, maybe it's not easy to get her to confess, since it could be a note as ‘evidence’ to prove 
her own guilt...) 


By the way, the young Kakushidate added, 

"From your standpoint, Officer Hidarui, it's certainly an untenable proposition, but even if it costs 
a bit, | recommend you accept Ms. Kyoko's cooperation sooner rather than later... That way, 
within the seventy-two-hour detention limit, you can get to the bottom of the truth." 

‘You are detaining the fastest detective and the fastest suspect'—so he said. 

Even if he wasn't hot-headed, it was indeed an untenable proposition—he could use up to 
twenty-three days, extending the detention limit to a total of five hundred fifty-two hours if 


necessary. 


(No-it's no use. Facing the Forgetful Detective who resets her memory every time she sleeps, 
even if you pull an all-nighter, seventy-two hours is the limit.) 


He couldn't keep up if the interrogation details got reset. It was too futile. The time limit was like 
a time bomb. 


Then not a second can be wasted. With that thought, Officer Hidarui hurriedly made his way 
down to the detention cell—this time, to avoid unnecessary trouble with other suspects, they had 
guided Ms. Kyoko to this cell, which is originally for isolating dangerous individuals who might 
harm their cellmates. 


The security was particularly strict, and Officer Hidarui needed to follow proper procedures even 
to get close to the cage. So the young Kakushidate's final, casually added warning seemed 


entirely unnecessary. 


"If you can't get her to agree to help with the investigation, Ms. Kyoko might break out of jail to 
get to the truth herself—please be very careful not to let her make such a choice." 


It's not accurate to describe escaping from detention as breaking out of jail, but the young 
Kakushidate seemed genuinely worried about such a possibility. 


Ridiculous. 


No matter how great a detective one might be, escaping from an iron-barred cell—that would 
make her not a master detective, but a magician. 


Anyway, after finishing the rather troublesome procedures, which felt excruciatingly slow for 
someone so eager, he was led by a guard through the corridor to Ms. Kyoko's cell—at the end of 
the corridor, in a stark space surrounded by bars on all sides, there she was. 


Sac? 


At that sight, Officer Hidarui was at a loss for words. 
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Indeed, she had been made to change according to the rules... However, it was not into the 
plain jumpsuit prepared for detainees, but rather she was clad in a fashionable draped skirt 
paired with an oversized summer sweater. Simple as it might be, it was hardly a dress code 
befitting the confines of a cell... In such attire, Ms. Kyoko sat on the floor of her solitary cell, 
engrossed in reading. 

Reading? Where did that book come from, and who had provided these clothes? 


When Officer Hidarui glared at the warden who had brought him up to this point, 


"I-1 provided her with the book," 


he confessed, without even being asked... It could be said that it was a display of his actual 
capabilities as a "False Accusations Factory" (never would he have thought that he could make 
someone of the same profession confess), but perhaps even he felt a twinge of guilt about it. 


"No, that is, as | was explaining the regulations of the detention center in the proper order, 
somehow it turned into a situation where | felt | had to prepare it... Since she's said to be a 
master detective, | only intended to engage in a bit of light detective novel banter to keep up 
appearances, but before | knew it, | found myself going to the nearby bookstore to make a 
purchase..." 


What was that supposed to mean? How did it happen "before he knew it"? Was he put under 
hypnosis or something? 


The situation seemed more serious than anticipated... Shifting his steely gaze from the 
apparently manipulated guard to the detective imprisoned within, who seemed to have reached 
a good stopping point in her book and inserted a bookmark before closing it, 


"Indeed, the writing of Mr. Sunaga is quite refreshing," 


she murmured ostentatiously before turning to face him with a manufactured smile (very much 
manufactured) as if she had just noticed him, "Oh, Officer Hidarui." 


Far from being refreshing, the suspicion that the detective might have brainwashed the young 
warden stirred Officer Hidarui's vigilance—he had come to the detention center with anger, but 
his passion quickly cooled down. 


"Will you interrogate me now? Or perhaps request for my services?" 


Her tone, as if the barred room was somehow an annex to the Okitegami Detective Agency, was 
almost provocative—a bad sign. 


At this rate, Officer Hidarui felt he could very well find himself making a request of Ms. Kyoko 
"before he knew it"—averting his eyes, he turned back to the guard and asked, 


"Did you prepare those clothes as well?" 
"They don't seem to be of a man's taste, do they?" 


"Ah, that... When changing her clothes, the female officer wno conducted the body check 
prepared them..." 


"| thought as much. But while providing her with a book is one thing, those clothes are a clear 
violation of the rules. Whoever it was, she will be punished." 


"No, you see, that was an unavoidable emergency measure... All the women's jumpsuits that 
were stored were... soaked as if someone spilled coffee on them... We had no choice but to 
prepare alternative clothing." 


Soaked? All of them? 

What did that mean? 

Confused, Officer Hidarui could only come up with one scenario... That is, within the 
Chikumagawa Police Station, there must be a force unwilling to let Ms. Kyoko, the detective 
known for never being seen in the same outfit twice, wear the unadorned jumpsuit. Not just one 
or two people. 

(Followers like Yakusuke Kakushidate...) 

Fans of the Forgetful Detective. 

He wasn't sure if the female officer who procured the replacement attire was one of them, but 
then again, not everyone who knew of the Forgetful Detective within the station was necessarily 
like Officer Hidarui, who held a twisted complex towards her. In fact, he might be in the minority. 
At least his superiors seemed to have concluded that the only contact he had in the criminal 
department was with Officer Hidarui, but even that wasn't certain... No, no, don't be consumed 
by paranoia. Even if there were allies of the Forgetful Detective in the station, they were merely 
"believers" who seeked to make her detention life more comfortable... Suddenly, the "jailbreak" 
mentioned by young Kakushidate began to feel more realistic, but it was hard to imagine a 
police officer deviating so far from their duties. 

Instead, by deliberately reading books and dressing sharply, Ms. Kyoko was likely putting 
pressure on Officer Hidarui. It was a blatant hint for him to hurry up and make the request... But 
that wouldn't happen so easily. 

On the contrary, he was getting fired up. 

His anger was reigniting. 


".,.During the body check, did that female officer notice anything?" 


"Huh? No, | haven't heard anything in particular, aside from... something written on her left arm, 
an introduction? An ID?" 


Hmm. 


If there were any other notes, they had likely been erased by now... But then again, young 
Kakushidate's guess was just that, a guess. Conversely, if the officer in charge was a believer in 


Ms. Kyoko, they couldn't necessarily rely on the body check. 


Even if it wasn't done with leniency, it might have been done too gently, so the only option was 


to attack the suspect himself. 
"Understood. You may return to your post." 


"Ah, yes, but..." 


The guard seemed persistent as if trying to say something more, but when Officer Hidarui glared 
seriously, he handed over the card key to the bars and whispered the cage's passcode before 


quickly scurrying away... Watching this, 

"It's not nice to bully the youngsters," 

said Ms. Kyoko, nonchalantly. 

"...You seem to have a knack for manipulating people's emotions." 

He said that with a hint of sarcasm while moving closer to the bars. 

"Not really. It seems that you, my first choice, don't like me much." 

She shrugged indifferently with a composed face. 

"You don't seem like the type who is afraid of being disliked however...?" 
™Giggle*. Isn't that mutual? People like you are the hardest to deal with." 
"Hardest to deal with," indeed. 


That was mutual. 


The brazenness of the white-haired detective seemed to amplify from behind the bars... 


even that attitude could be part of a strategy. 
"One might even say you're my favorite." 


That opinion seemed unlikely to ever converge. 


But 


He wouldn't be fooled. 

"Let's keep the jokes to a minimum." 

"They're not entirely jokes, though." 

Ignoring Ms. Kyoko's feigned ignorance, Officer Hidarui approached the bars and stopped. 
Knowing that such a grim cage was under his workplace was one thing, but seeing it up close 
was quite chilling—it wasn't hard to understand the feelings of the young Kakushidate, who 


described this as like a ‘prison’. 


Although, at the time, he didn't get to be put in solitary confinement—thanks to the help of the 
fastest detective. 


"It's good to see you're comfortable,” 


said Officer Hidarui, glancing at Ms. Kyoko's attire through the bars—a fashion ill-suited for a 
detainee, yet without belts, bands, or any accessories... At least those rules were being 
followed. 


Conversely, it could be said she was skillfully evading the web of the law—having a grip on the 
hearts of people while not intending to cause undue trouble to the "youngsters," perhaps that 
was the Forgetful Detective being considerate. 


"Yes. Thanks to you, it's quite comfortable. I'd like to stay here forever, maybe for about 
twenty-three days." 


She spoke nonchalantly as if to provoke him... but since he was thinking about it earlier out of 
anger, he couldn't come up with a good retort. 


Despite it all, she was truly relaxed. 


It wasn't just the way she was dressed or the books she was reading, but more fundamentally, 
this solitary cell felt as expansive as her private room, or even more so, like her own bedroom. 
During the day too, in Interrogation Room No. 4, she behaved as though she owned the place... 
What kind of nerve did that take? 


You'd think that in modern times, just having one's smartphone confiscated when detained 
would cause considerable unease... 


(Ah, but perhaps because she's the Forgetful Detective, she doesn't even carry a flip phone, let 
alone a smartphone...) 


Even though she knew about them as a matter of knowledge, she didn't carry such recording 
media. Therefore, she didn't experience the anxiety of having a part of her brain confiscated. 
For the Forgetful Detective, whose memory resets every day, having her brain confiscated might 
be as commonplace as any daily event. 


"Perhaps you have years of experience living inside a cage, not just twenty-three days, and 
you've just forgotten about it. Otherwise, you couldn't be so at ease." 


"That might be true. It's a possibility.” 


"Regardless, | must say your prolonged stay here is problematic. This isn't a hotel. If you must 
stay somewhere, I'd recommend prison." 


"That's kind of you. But at home, | have a young daughter waiting for my return." 


She seemed intent on sticking to her jokes until the end. If that was her attitude, then he had a 
plan of his own. 


"If you'd like, Officer Hidarui, why don't we have dinner together? The young man from earlier 
promised to buy us boxed meals from a famous shop in the department store basement." 


What kind of promise was that? He thought he had sent him away, but to think that warden had 
taken on such a special duty. 


Ignoring the invitation, Officer Hidarui squatted down and said, 

"| met with someone who knows you well, and had a talk with him." 

Indeed. He had already had dinner with the other person. 

"...Really?" 

Her smile didn't disappear, but the light in her eyes changed. 

As expected, for the Forgetful Detective, a "person who knows her" is a cause for concern. That 
was probably why she spoke so highly of Officer Hidarui, and she couldn't help but react 


instinctively to even this slight hint. 


She probably knew how to make the most of her "unknown identity"—using the advantage of 
her memory resetting every day mercilessly. That's why she was sensitive to any who appeared 


and threatened her position—she must not be perceived as a "pitiful woman who has lost her 
memory of the incident and is detained without understanding why." 


"How interesting. Someone knows more about me than Officer Hidarui?" 
"Yes." 


He nodded, but in reality, this card Officer Hidarui played at the beginning was almost like firing 
blanks. 


The man, Yakusuke Kakushidate, may indeed be an "expert" on the Forgetful Detective, and it 
was true that he had more insight into her than Officer Hidarui, but that didn't mean he "knew" in 
detail. 

That man didn't know anything essential. 

It wasn't like a victim of a false arrest due to a 'False Accusations Factory’ would open up his 
whole heart to the other, so there must be a considerable amount of information he pretended 
not to know. But at least from a detective's point of view, it didn't seem like he knew the ins and 


outs of the Forgetful Detective's identity—or something like that. 


It was responding with a bluff to the Forgetful Detective, who habitually played her hand as if it 
were blank, but this card was undeniably effective. 


The relaxed atmosphere was indeed slightly disturbed—or rather, she became more alert. 
About time. 


"| hope it was a witness who could clear my suspicions. Did he not say, 'Ms. Kyoko couldn't 
possibly commit a crime'?" 


"He didn't say that." 

"Oh dear, that's too bad." 

Ms. Kyoko fell silent there, seemingly waiting for Officer Hidarui to continue speaking, but she 
wasn't to be outmaneuvered so easily—the cards would be played at their own timing, 
regardless of how or what the young Kakushidate had said. 

(It's possible his guess—that Ms. Kyoko is more eager to know what happened than we 


anticipated, and that's why she deliberately got herself arrested—might not be too far off the 
mark. But even so, | can't let her wrest the initiative from me.) 


She was indeed innocent until proven guilty—yet, it's preposterous to hand over control of the 
investigation or the deductive process to someone who might be the culprit. 


He couldn't possibly give her a blank check of authority when she herself was a blank slate. Not 
to mention accepting her help in the investigation—that shouldn't even be considered. If she had 
something to hide, then she just needed to hand over the necessary information to him. 

That was the starting point for an interrogation. 

"Let me be clear, Ms. Kyoko. | have no intention of using your help." 


"Oh on 


"| will solve this case. Until then, please feel free to relax. Although, it probably won't take as 
long as twenty-three days." 


If, as young Kakushidate pointed out, Ms. Kyoko had some sort of ace up her sleeve, then 
saying that might prompt her to hastily reveal it—he supposed she thought of an officer like him 
as just a foil to a master detective. That a policeman saying "I will solve this" was nothing but 
setting himself up for a great fall—so, if she truly believed herself to be innocent, now wasn't the 
time to hoard information that selfishly. 

If there was something in her notes other than her profile, now would be the time to produce it— 
"472193." 

"__Eh?" 

"472193." 

"...2 Ms. Kyoko, is that string of numbers your hidden ace...?" 

If so, it felt as though she had suddenly thrown her secret weapon right at his chest. Even if she 
were to resign herself to the fact, it was too abrupt. 472193? What did that number signify? Did 
he recall seeing it in the files of the case he took over...? 

At that moment, Officer Hidarui stood up reflexively. 

(Not just something | feel like I've heard before—it's...!) 


"Ms. Kyoko! Why do you know that—it's the security code for these cell bars!" 


"Did | get it right?" 


Bingo, Ms. Kyoko clapped her hands. 


It was as if she had succeeded in a trivial card trick, but this was no laughing matter—she had 
just as good as confessed to possessing the means to unlock the very bars that surrounded her. 


Was it the young man who was apparently going to buy her books and bento for dinner? If so, 
he wasn't just a young man, but a greenhorn—or perhaps, the female officer in charge of the 


body checks had let it slip? 


If that were the case, it was far from just consideration towards a detainee—it was tantamount 
to a police officer's misconduct, on par with being an actual 'False Accusations Factory’. 


"Nobody told me. It was a guess." 
"A guess—" 


One often heard of a detective's intuition, but less so of a detective's guess. Yet, if she claimed it 
to be so, he couldn't argue that intuition was the sole purview of detectives. 


But a six-digit security code? 


Needless to say, it wasn't a number you can just stumble upon blindly—he wasn't good at math, 
but he could make that much of a probability calculation. 


10 times 10 times 10 times 10 times 10 times 10—in other words, one in a million. 

No one could guess that. 

"No, no. It's not one in a million. It's a thousand plus a thousand, two thousand in total." 
Two thousand? What sort of calculation was that? A thousand plus a thousand? 


It made no sense, but then, looking at the keypad attached to the door of the cell, he 
understood. 


Ah, yes. 


Just because it was a six-digit PIN didn't mean someone would go so far as to break down each 
number and remember them individually... Of course, it was only natural to memorize them in 
the correct sequence. That was why today, whether during casual conversation with the young 
guard or during her body check, or perhaps during both... Ms. Kyoko regarded the "six-digit PIN" 
as "two sets of three-digit PINs." 


Guessing the first half, "472," and then the second half, "193"—if one thought about it, it was 
indeed just 1,000 combinations plus another 1,000, making it 2,000 combinations. 


Perhaps guessing the first half from the conversation with the youth, and the second half from 
chit-chat with the female officer—right? 


But still, while that was better than 1 in a million, it was still 2,000 combinations. 


Had he first heard that number without the impact of the million, it would still be a number that 
was practically unguessable. 


(That same logic could apply again—guessing one digit at a time from the beginning—instead of 
multiplication, it's addition: 10 possibilities plus 10 plus 10 plus 10 plus 10 plus 10, which equals 
60 possibilities...) 


This way, while still a far-fetched number, it began to seem somewhat realistic... It wasn't an 
impossible feat. 


*TL Note: probability doesn't work this way, either he really wasn't good at math or he must have 
gotten charmed by Kyoko. Of course, two sets of 3 numbers happening at the same time is still 
1000x1000 = 1 ina million, the same as 6 numbers happening at the same time is 
10x10x10x10x10x10 = 1 in a million 


There were at least two sources of information—if one included the conversation with Officer 
Hidarui through the bars, there was a minimum of three. 


"| may look like I'm freely doing as | please, but | assure you, I'm giving things some thought," 
said Ms. Kyoko. 


Her eyes, which had been fierce for a moment, had now completely returned to their usual tone. 
Thinking—surely not just guessing numbers. 


The Forgetful Detective was considering Officer Hidarui's dignity, she implied. Just as she had 
been considerate of the "youngsters," so she was with Officer Hidarui. 


‘| could "break out" of these bars any time | like, but I'm behaving myself, so | don't cause you all 
any trouble,’ she seemed to be saying. 


It felt like a threat, but Officer Hidarui felt as if she had correctly guessed his inner thoughts. 


He was embarrassed. 


He was so ashamed to think that she could have noticed his efforts to avoid being a burden to 
the police, and to avoid being a supporting character, all the way up to this point. When he had 
arrived, he was full of anger, but now he felt a heat of shame—never expecting that the famous 
detective would save face for a cop. 


(...It's like I'm wrestling with myself. No... It's like a Sumo match with a grand champion 
detective.) 


On the other hand, it was also true that Ms. Kyoko's number guessing was nothing more than 
an acrobatic feat of deduction. The iron bars that surrounded her couldn't be opened just by 
inputting a PIN—they were secured by a double lock, requiring a card key that the young 
surveillance officer had entrusted to Officer Hidarui when leaving. 


A necessary security measure. 


...But that fact, too, was just another sign of the detective's consideration, ensuring that her 
acrobatic deduction didn't cross into the realm of intimidation. 


Anger welled up in him again. 
Or maybe it was still just embarrassment. 


At this point, there was no turning back—the dramatic interplay between detective and cop had 
come to an end. Right now, he would take this white-haired suspect into the interrogation room 
(the fourth one or any other), and extract everything she remembered, using every technique at 
his disposal. With that resolve, Officer Hidarui inserted the card key into the slot. 


And then he entered the PIN. 472193. 
"__Eh?" 


The more he had rushed, the more pronounced the swing and a miss felt—yet the electronic 
lock gave no response to Officer Hidarui's unlocking attempt. His eagerness only was 
suspicious, making it embarrassingly obvious—had he entered the wrong PIN in his haste? 


"As you can see, even for a master detective like myself, breaking out of these steel bars isn't in 
the cards—but I'm no stranger to a good lockdown defense. I'm pretty good at basketball, after 
all. Or should | say I'm good at 'court-ing' trouble? But this old cell seems like it's not ready to 
retire from the game, quite suited for a full-court press, wouldn't you say?" 


Saying this, Ms. Kyoko moves with a leisurely motion, crawling across the floor towards the bed 
that has been set up in the corner of the cell. 


"Please tell that young guard that | will be fine without dinner—since this out-of-work detective 
will go on a hunger strike." 


"Uh..." 
"Good night, officer Hidarui." 


With that, Ms. Kyoko lay down on the bed, pulled the blanket over her head... Since the cover 
was white, doing so made her blend in like a ninja in camouflage, as if she had vanished. 


A hunger strike? No, no. 


It seemed she had tampered with the lock and had completely secured the cell door—certainly it 
might be difficult to open, but there were countless ways to ensure a door didn't open. 


In short, just break it. 


The more precise and sturdy the lock is, the easier it should be to break—but such resistance 
would be utterly futile. 


It wasn't something that gray brain cells would do. 

If the lock was no longer functioning—f it had been forcibly broken, then it was as simple as 
forcing it open. Even if she was innocent of the warrant for her arrest in the robbery-murder 
case, this would surely lead to charges for destruction of property—far from saving face, it 
provided an excuse for long-term detention. 


That was the theory. 


Had the master detective slipped up, or had her stay in the holding cell impacted her thinking for 
the worst? Officer Hidarui was worried about this when he suddenly realized something. 


Good night? 
Was she planning to sleep? 


That was no joke, her going on a hunger strike (like a lady on a diet) was far less of an 
emergency than that. 


If Ms. Kyoko had a secret weapon regarding the robbery-murder case, as Mr. Kakushidate 
predicted—if that memo was already erased from her skin— 


Indeed, the moment she fell asleep, that fragile "memory" would be lost forever! 


"Ms. Kyoko! Please don't sleep, wake up! Please wake up!" 


Like someone caught in a blizzard, Officer Hidarui clung to the iron bars and shouted at the top 
of his lungs. 


The idea of the forgetful detective taking her memory hostage was absurd. 

It was a complete reversal of roles. 

Immediately, Officer Hidarui tried to unlock the bars in a panic, but it was the same challenge he 
had already faced and failed... By the time he called for help and gathered the tools to force it 
open, Ms. Kyoko would have already fallen asleep. 


If she slept even for a second, it was a reset. Everything about today could be wiped clean. 


Not just her exchange with Officer Hidarui, but even the details of her arrest would be cleanly 
erased. 


(Damn it—the hint that | had consulted an "expert" has ultimately backfired.) 

But to immediately use the fact that she's been discovered to be hiding something as a weapon 
to make a deal-what was she going to do if Inspector Hidarui turned the tables on her and said, 
‘Then | don't care, the truth doesn't matter...'? 

She'd just be found guilty in the end, right? 

Is it possible that she had seen through Officer Hidarui's complex of being unable to do so-that 
he was unwilling to play a supporting role-and at the same time had also seen through the 
righteous spirit of his sullen self? 

If so, it was beyond controlling people's hearts. 

She wasn't deceiving; she was toying with him. 

"When you wake up tomorrow, please start over and explain the charges... Mumble mumble." 


Whether he was being underestimated or acknowledged, whether she was preserving his 
dignity or smearing mud on his face, whether he was being insulted or not, Officer Hidarui 
surrendered without fully comprehending the situation. 


He raised the white flag—no. 


Perhaps it would be better to say he confessed. 


"| understand! | request them! | request the services of the Forgetful Detective! Please, Ms. 
Kyoko, | implore you to uncover the truth behind the robbery-murder case for which you were 
arrested, to deduce the real culprit!" 


"Are you certain about your words? There'll be no going back, you know?" 


As if to say all his statements would be taken as evidence, Ms. Kyoko smiled slyly and sat 
up—no longer armed with a smile, but branding a victor's smile. 


And immediately, she put on her glasses that she had taken off. 

"| accept the job. Although | may not be perfect, | will do everything within my power—and with 
the utmost speed. Now, first and foremost, please tell me everything about the incident. And 
while it can wait, | would like to meet with this ‘expert’ you mentioned, the one you've met with 
today, if you don't mind?" 


"Eh... Mr. Kakushidate?" 


Prompted briskly and caught off guard, Officer Hidarui inadvertently let the name of the expert 
slip out—catching that, 


"Oh? Is that person called Mr. Kakushidate?" 


‘It's a name I'm hearing for the first time'—yet Ms. Kyoko murmured it with a strange sense of 
nostalgia. 


And so, that very night, | ended up having a visitation with Ms. Kyoko through the acrylic glass 
at the Chikumagawa Police Station, a place | had hoped never to set foot in again. Visiting 
hours for detainees had long since ended, but well, today was all that Ms. Kyoko had. 


Ch 4: Yakusuke Kakushidate's Journalism 


After parting ways at the family restaurant—without being wrongly arrested, that is—I didn't 
spend the time lag before being summoned again by Officer Hidarui just sitting on my thumbs. 
Far from it. | thought, | pondered, | acted—especially since Ms. Kyoko, my great benefactor, had 
become a pitiable prisoner, | couldn't afford to simply sigh in relief. 


What could | do? 


The first thing that came to mind was to call a detective for the case resolution—as is well 
known, my cell phone address book is practically a directory of nearly all currently active 
detectives. 


Even if a misfitting, unjust charge were to befall me, I've constructed a system that allows me to 
contact the most suitable detective for the case at a moment's notice. Ms. Kyoko, the forgetful 
detective, is one of them, but | also cast a wide net over detectives with various specialties and 
professional domains—even if my cell phone weren't at hand, | have memorized well over a 
hundred detective agency phone numbers by heart. 


It's foolproof. 
So, just as one would appoint a capable lawyer for a defendant, | initially thought that assigning 
a powerful detective to Ms. Kyoko would be the best, maximal extent of my abilities. But | 


quickly realized that this was a terrible misconception and hastily scrapped the idea. 


It's unthinkable to call another detective because a detective is involved in a case—that moment 
would strip Ms. Kyoko of her qualification as a master detective. 


It's a matter of pride. 

And, even more so, it's a matter of brand. 

It would leave an irreparable scar on the signboard of the Otegami Detective Agency. 

Whether she's found innocent or guilty, if it comes to light that a detective was saved by another 


detective, Ms. Kyoko would no longer be able to operate as a detective in the future (assuming 
there are any scenarios where one could imagine her working as a detective despite being 


guilty). 


In that sense, Ms. Kyoko must escape the detention center by her own means... To put it 
extremely, even resorting to a lawyer’s help might be considered unacceptable for a detective. 


First and foremost, even if | were to call another detective, | am almost entirely ignorant of the 
details of the case that Ms. Kyoko is currently entangled in—or perhaps has entangled herself 
in. 

The only information | had received from Officer Hidarui—worth a mere dollar—was that it 
seemed to be a cash-related robbery-homicide. Just in case, | reviewed the newspapers and 
news from the past few days, but as expected, there was no report of such an incident within 
the jurisdiction of the Chikumagawa Station. 


Media suppression. 


It's something that can't be held down forever, but ironically, that's why I'm unable to help Ms. 
Kyoko—by conventional wisdom, this would be a dead end. 


There's nothing more | can do. 
No, if we're talking common sense, I've already done too much—I| am merely a regular client of 
the Otegami Detective Agency, which is to say, just a client, and no matter how much | speak of 


my indebtedness, | am neither a friend, family, relative, nor lover of Ms. Kyoko. 


The fact that | was frantically trying to help, struggling desperately, was simply 
absurd—especially since Ms. Kyoko doesn't even remember me, her client. 


Every meeting is a "Nice to meet you." 


No matter what | do, it's as if | did nothing... | should just quietly back down and leave the rest to 
Officer Hidarui. 


If | could make such a wise decision at this juncture, perhaps it could be said that there's finally 
a sign of recovery from my wrongful accusation syndrome, but alas, I'm utterly foolish. I'm not on 
the path to recovery. 


| was out of my mind. | am out of my mind. 


Currently job hunting, it was probably not good that | had nothing else to do... There was 
nothing in my life that could have stopped my suspicious behavior. 


As they say, an idle mind is the devil's workshop. All the more in my case. 


But returning to the story, it's not like my cell phone's address book only has the detective's 
phone number registered. 


Having job-hopped through various industries (meaning, having experienced that many false 
accusations), | do have acquaintances... After hesitating for a long time, to the point where it 
seemed impossible that | was being courteous to the fastest detective, | slowly operated my cell 
phone and selected a certain phone number. 


It rang, several times. 


And then, the up-and-coming journalist, Ms. Toshiko Kakoi, answered my call. 
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If there's a reunion more dreaded than meeting the police officer who once wrongfully arrested 
me, it would undoubtedly be reuniting with the woman whose marriage proposal | had rejected. 


| met her at the same family restaurant where | had dinner with Officer Hidarui, but just sitting 
across from each other at the table, it felt like my heart was about to snap. 


Frankly, this situation is tough. 

For the sake of Ms. Kyoko, my benefactor, | thought | could endure a little hardship—immersing 
myself in self-indulgence, but in this case, it was difficult. Because Ms. Kakoi, who had agreed 
to meet, must be feeling much more pain—this situation could even be seen as humiliating for 


her. 


Ms. Kakoi appeared in a tight suit, even though it was already late at night, with her dark hair, 
which is a stark contrast to Kyoko's white hair, tied up tightly. 


It seemed as if she was loudly declaring, without actually saying it: "I'm here as nothing but a 
journalist." 


The atmosphere wasn't one of catching up after a long time apart. 


In front of the taciturn me was a coffee, and in front of the reticent Ms. Kakoi, a herbal tea was 
placed. | cut to the chase. 


"Um, about Ms. Kyoko... as | mentioned over the phone..." 
"Yes. It appears she has indeed been arrested." 
Ms. Kakoi said, maintaining her sharp demeanor. 


"However, it's not accurate to say that there's a gag order. It's more correct to say that the police 
have yet to make a statement." 


It might seem like a minor distinction, but probably, in the spirit of journalism, those two things 
are entirely different. 


However, her sharp tone of voice seemed to be not only directed at me but also a reaction to 
the situation of the forgetful detective being arrested. Ms. Kakoi is such a fan of Ms. Kyoko that 
she would attend her lectures without any relation to her job—she admires the way Ms. Kyoko 
lives her life, unchained by her past. 


It would be fair to say she venerates her. 


Therefore, in front of the event of the usually unchained Ms. Kyoko now being held in a 
detention cell, it's unlikely she could remain calm—as a fan, at least. 


However, as a journalist, she cannot simply not interview an information provider (me)... Just as 
| have my internal conflicts, Ms. Kakoi has hers. 


It's about what you choose. You can't choose everything. 
And you have to choose something. 


Whether out of admiration or respect, the choice of "choosing nothing" is not an option for us, 
unlike the forgetful detective. 


...Well, perhaps it's precisely because she is a fan of Ms. Kyoko that Ms. Kakoi has come to 
meet me—whom she probably doesn't want to see—without any grudges, and more than 
anything else, | am aware that | am being overly dramatic if | mention | am simply glad she is 
alive, but | probably shouldn't say that. 


It's something | shouldn't even think about. 

| have no inner freedom in this regard. 

"After all, it's Ms. Kyoko we're talking about. The Okitegami Detective Agency takes its vow of 
secrecy to the extreme, embodying a level of confidentiality that is unparalleled, and this case is 
no exception. Truly, the agency is akin to a secret society. If | may share my dream, | aspire to 
publish a book about the so-called 'Forgetful Detective’ one day, and so I've been looking into 
everything related to Ms. Kyoko... However, there seems to be no one who has erased their 
past as thoroughly as she has." 


‘| even tried to approach her directly for an interview, only to be bluntly rejected,’ said Ms. Kakoi. 


It's quite admirable. 


But just like her, | am also secretly compiling Ms. Kyoko's exploits into text, so the help | sought 
from her this time could very well be an act of aiding the enemy—well, there's no use thinking 
about such future concerns. 


For now, it's merely a pipe dream considering Ms. Kyoko's penchant for secrecy. 


"So, instead of directly approaching the Forgetful Detective herself, | tried a different angle, 
starting with the incidents, investigating from there. Being a small-fry and a young journalist, the 
police wouldn't take me seriously, so | began by doing as you did, Mr. Kakushidate, thoroughly 
analyzing existing media reports." 


Hmm. 


A layperson like myself would read with less depth, so it's natural for Ms. Kakoi to think there 
might be hints there—however, it seems she was mistaken. 


It appears that incidents not disclosed by the police remain under wraps—a testament to the 
fact that in modern society, secrecy isn't exclusive to Ms. Kyoko. 


"So, does that mean we are currently at a loss as to what kind of incident Ms. Kyoko is 
suspected of being involved in as a perpetrator?" 


"No, please don't jump to conclusions just yet. I'm merely explaining the sequence of 
events—especially since the suspicion involved robbery and murder. At the very least, there is a 
clear victim... While the circumstances and method of the murder are uncertain, if a person has 
died, certain procedures must be followed. Needless to say, dealing with it secretly would 
constitute a crime." 


That's a given. 

In other words, after approaching the police and the media, Ms. Kakoi also tried contacting 
hospitals and funeral service companies—it seems those sources are as private as they come, 
and it wouldn't have been easy to get information, but such is the spirit of an unyielding 
journalist. 

It seems | was too naive, having retreated after just a cursory glance at the reported content. 
"At the current time, | couldn't ask for cooperation elsewhere, so | had to resort to solo, 
self-interested journalism—f that's even the right term. And in that process, | finally stumbled 
upon what might just be the case in question." 


Ms. Kakoi then looked around cautiously and said, 


"Please, let this stay between us, Mr. Kakushidate." 


Although she didn’t whisper it to me, | felt a sense of déja vu. 


"After probing around, | obtained information that a person associated with a mega bank passed 
away yesterday. Given the age, it doesn't seem to be a natural death." 


Not a natural death. In other words, an unnatural death. 


The kind that would obligate a hospital to inform the police—wait, Officer Hidarui had let slip 
something about an arrest at the scene of the crime. 


It's not something | could conclude lightly. One must analyze the information received without 
speculation. 


"A person associated with a mega bank—you mean a bank employee?" 
Robbery and murder involving money. 


Already a heinous crime that puts one on edge, and now it's getting even more financially 
tinted—I felt my heart becoming heavier by the moment. 


"Not a bank employee, no. By ‘associated person,’ it seems to mean a member of the founding 
family of a major bank—" 


Certainly, the information that Ms. Kakoi has obtained is not one hundred percent certain, so 
while | wouldn't say the details are vague, she is choosing her words carefully. 


Maybe that's journalism for you. 


"|, too, have worked at a credit union, though not at a megabank—but it seems that's not the 
same," | said. 


It was about the time | first met her. Recalling my job history always seems synonymous with the 
task of recalling traumas of various times in my life. 


"Yes. That person did not work in a store. To put it bluntly, they were unemployed. In that sense, 
they were the same as you, Mr. Kakushidate, now." 


That's harsh. 


Even among the unemployed, there's a world of difference between someone living in a wooden 
apartment and someone unemployed from a family that founded a megabank. 


"Should | think of them as the kind of playboy that every glittering family has at least one of?" 


"Rather than a playboy, that person was a hobbyist. ...1 would prefer to withhold their name for 
now, but it's inconvenient to keep referring to them as ‘that person,’ so perhaps we should give 
them a nickname." 

"Ah, yes. | leave that to your discretion." 

"Then, let's call him Mr. Nick." 

It's not that | can't tell if she's joking or serious; it's that she might be too serious to be funny. 
"It's Mr. Nick Munny." 

Mr. Munny? | wonder what that's derived from. 

It seems "that person" is a man... 

"Oh, | see. Is it 'Munny' because he's related to the bank?" 

Like money. It's quite literal. 

But surprisingly, Ms. Kakoi said, "No, that's not it." 


"Really? It's something else?" 


"Right, the origin of 'Munny' coming from 'money' is correct. But the reason | named him so is 
that Mr. Nick Munny was a coin collector." 


"A coin collector?" 
"Yes. He was a numismatist. He collected coins from all eras and regions of the world—it's a 
hobby, though you might call it an indulgence, but in that field, he was a well-known figure. Of 


course, it's his family name that has enabled his collection." 


So Mr. Nick (nickname) used his family name to collect coins... It's not as confusing as it 
sounds, but it's more complicated than the usual withholding of names. 


Sigh. 
No wonder the media insist on reporting real names. 


"In a nutshell, Mr. Nick Munny had been buying money with money." 


It's more caustic than simply putting it 'in a nutshell.’ 


Even though that's probably correct, Ms. Kakoi, who is serious, might find it hard to genuinely 
comprehend such "play" or "hobby" or "indulgence." Yet, as a journalist who values neutral and 
balanced reporting, perhaps she thought she'd been a bit biased when she added, 


"Even so, one can't scoff at his collection. There are coins in the world worth millions or tens of 
millions of yen, and in some cases, even billions." 


"Are you talking about things like the Giza 10? | heard that coins from Showa 64 can fetch a 
high price..." 


| don't have much knowledge, so that was about all | could muster to keep the conversation 
going, but Ms. Kakoi nodded, "Yes, something like that." Serious and stern though she may be, 
she's not a bad person. 


"Let's move on. At Mr. Nick Munny's residence, there's an exhibition room, like those you'd 
expect in a museum, lined with his collected coins... Apparently, the 'incident' took place in that 
room." 


"The incident." 


Somehow, the involvement with "money" seems to have gone off the rails... whether it's a 
megabank or a coin collector, the nature of the incident is extraordinary. 


| might have to retract my previous statements to Officer Hidarui, but this could indeed be 
described as an incident befitting Ms. Kyoko, the money-grubber. 


"| was unable to fully ascertain the relationship between Mr. Nick Munny and Ms. Kyoko. 
However, considering the nature of a detective who resets their memory every day, it seems 
unlikely that they maintained a friendship or romantic relationship." 


Of course, that would be expected. 
The word "romantic relationship" momentarily stirred my heart, but that's absolutely impossible... 
If Mr. Nick Munny had been a bank employee, he could have been the main banker for the 


Okitegami Detective Agency, but since he wasn’t working, that’s not possible either. 


"First of all, was Mr. Nick Munny even around the same age as Ms. Kyoko to have a friendship 
or a romantic relationship?" 


He wasn't of an age that would suggest a natural death... It's a part that Ms. Kakoi probably 
intentionally obscured, so probing too much might give the impression that I'm oddly fixated on 
"romantic relationships,” but | couldn't help asking. 

"He was about a generation and a half older than Ms. Kyoko and us, | suppose?" 

As expected, Ms. Kakoi spoke ambiguously. 

Well, with that age difference, it wouldn't be strange for any kind of relationship... 

"By the way, he was a hobbyist, so he was single." 


It's not like one is single because they're a hobbyist... 


"However, he lived in a grand house with a proper exhibition room. He seems to have been 
living with a housekeeper and a nanny." 


A housekeeper is one thing, but a nanny... 

He's genuinely wealthy. 

Now, the double meaning of a rich coin collector becomes more than just a joke, it turns serious. 
"Nevertheless, the fact that the forgetful detective likes money doesn't necessarily mean they 
like wealthy people, so it's hard to believe Ms. Kyoko approached Mr. Nick Munny for such 
reasons. Normally, the pattern for Ms. Kyoko to connect with society would be as a detective 
and client—right?" 

As a detective and client. 


Or perhaps, as a detective and criminal? 


A detective who, carried away or gone too far, ends up killing the criminal—but in either case, it 
would require a different kind of incident from a robbery-murder. 


Anyway, if Ms. Kyoko visited Mr. Nick Munny's home as part of her detective work, the situation 
becomes increasingly complicated... It would be obstructed by a confidentiality duty of the 
forgetful detective, more formidable than that of hospitals or the police. 


If there's another incident hidden behind the robbery-murderv... 


"As far as | know, it's hard to believe that the forgetful detective would commit a burglary, let 
alone a brazen robbery." 


"...90, do you really think Ms. Kyoko would commit a crime like robbery-murder, Ms. Kakoi?" 


It was a somewhat premature question, but | couldn't contain myself any longer and | asked her. 
After all, whether it's a break-in or a brazen robbery, it's an unforgivable heinous crime. 


The vague notion that this crime is uncharacteristic of Ms. Kyoko seemed to resonate with 
Officer Hidarui to some extent, but whether it will be widely accepted by the public is doubtful—I 
would like that point to be objectively assessed from a journalistic perspective. 

"...As a fan of Ms. Kyoko, | don't want to believe it. However, speaking from my modest 


experience as a journalist, there's no one who never kills, not even saints. On the contrary, it's 
because they are saints that they might kill." 


"If Ms. Kyoko is not the perpetrator, finding the real culprit is my job—if Ms. Kyoko is the 
perpetrator, then it's my job to uncover the motive behind the crime." 


Either way, it seems she's not going to shy away from the truth—always ready to confront her 
job with a fierce resolve. 


No, her resolve seems to have grown even stronger. 

A motive, huh... 

While it's a possibility | don't even want to consider, unrelated to my journalistic spirit, if Ms. 
Kyoko were the criminal, it seems logical to think that money was the motive, even setting aside 


the crime of robbery-homicide... At least, it's hard to imagine a saintly or noble reason. 


"Simply put, the violent crime of robbery-homicide doesn't seem fitting for a woman like Ms. 
Kyoko...?" 


Despite Ms. Kakoi's resolve, my view of Ms. Kyoko is truly based on intuition, but isn't this point 
not a common sentiment? Of course, even women don't necessarily need much strength to 


wield knives or blunt instruments. 


"...Yes, that's right. Speaking of which, Mr. Kakushidate. There’s one more fact that has come to 
light at this moment—the weapon used in the crime." 


"The weapon?" 
"It seems to be a blade—but" 


A blade. Up to this point, Officer Hidarui hadn't told me that much. 


Hmm, | wonder. 

| can't quite picture Ms. Kyoko holding a blade... But what does she mean by "but"? 

"Yes. 'But,' this blade is also part of Mr. Nick Munny's collection that was gathered in the 
exhibition room—a variation of old coins, so to speak, a currency in the form of swords. In other 


words, regardless of whether the motive was money or not, the weapon is undoubtedly money 
itself." 


Such a weapon is not like Ms. Kyoko. 


But, | definitely can't say that. 


After this, a call came in from Officer Hidarui, and the young Kakushidate headed alone to the 
Chikumagawa Police Station. 
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Ch 5: Kyoko Okitegami's Electrical Chair 


Victim — Misue Jukimoto, High-class Leisure Person & Collector 


Suspect — Kyoko Okitegami, Head of the Okitegami Detective Agency & The Forgettful 
Detective 


First Discoverer — Kotomi Kudahara, Servant & Housemaid 
Officer who secured the suspect after receiving the report — Constable Raise 
Officer who rushed to arrest the suspect — Assistant Inspector Nakasugi 


Officer who took over the interrogation of the suspect — Officer Hidarui 
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...ouch a "character list" began the draft of the report, and there, within the iron bars, Ms. Kyoko 
read the investigation file of the case in which she was arrested. Her posture was relaxed, just 
as it was when she was reading the detective novel by Hirubei Sunaga that was brought to her 
earlier. 


(Does she read a mystery novel starring herself with the same ease...? She's taking it rather 
lightly. ) 


Despite the fact that a person has been murdered and that she herself might be the criminal, 
this detective didn't seem frightened, or rather, didn't seem to show fear. Since detectives, ina 
sense, make a living off of crimes and incidents just like police officers, he wouldn't go so far as 
to call it tactless, but such a relaxed attitude might seem inappropriate when approaching 
detective work, so much so one could accuse her of being the criminal. 


(Is this laid-back approach also due to her being the Forgetful Detective...? Or is it because she 
prioritizes speed over being swayed by emotions? Or perhaps, does she have a clear conviction 
that she's absolutely not the criminal?) 


Perhaps this was the missing piece that only existed in her mind, the one that young 
Kakushidate hinted at and that Ms. Kyoko playfully threatened like saying "! might just fall 
asleep, you know?" 


For Officer Hidarui, it was now more crucial than ever to extract this secret from her—whether it 
was a memo or, indeed, a forbidden book that needs to be disclosed. 


He had reached a point of no return. 

After all, he was letting the detained suspect read the investigation information—this wasn't just 
about bringing in detective novels, clothes, or lunch boxes (after all, Ms. Kyoko devoured a 
6,000 yen lunch box bought by a young guard from the department store basement, remarking, 
"| can't deduce on an empty stomach," while Officer Hidarui went to fetch the file and contacted 
the young Kakushidate, whom Ms. Kyoko had, for some reason, requested to meet). 

It was a blatant misconduct. 

If it were just about cleverly extracting and guessing the secret number of the iron bars, one 
could argue that "I've met my match" in a double sense. However, providing investigation 
information was a serious act of misconduct for a public servant, a level of corruption that 


shouldn't ever be. 


(This morning, | never imagined things would turn out this way... Is this what they call the fastest 
downfall?) 


Or should he say, being set up for a fall. 


The act of pressing for the truth and making criminals "fall" in the interrogation rooms and 
holding cells should be the sole right of detectives, but— 


"The cause of death is cardiogenic shock due to a stab wound... Yes, | have finished reading." 


Independent of Officer Hidarui's lack of confidence in his own judgment, Ms. Kyoko, who seems 
to have read through the investigation file thoroughly, says, 


"Thank you very much." 
Her politeness was impeccable. Her actions, however, were now quite wicked. 


(Far from being polite without sincerity... However, she finished reading quite quickly considering 
how leisurely she was reading.) 


Was it speed reading? It was expected of the fastest detective, so he wasn't surprised 
anymore—anyway, with this, Officer Hidarui had laid all his cards on the table, completely, or 
rather, boldly. He hadn't revealed his innermost thoughts, but from here on out, it was a waiting 
game to see how the other would move. 


"How does it feel to deduce a case where you might be the criminal?" 


"It's a rather unique experience, so I'm quite thrilled. As far as | remember, it's a first for me." 
The forgetful detective shrugged her shoulders, deflecting the sarcasm. 


Certainly, Officer Hidarui was not being malicious when he posed the question—it was genuine 
curiosity as to how Ms. Kyoko was feeling inside the cage at this very moment, as much as he 
wanted to know the truth behind the case. 


(Regardless of the circumstances, since we offered to cooperate with the investigation, | really 
want to move somewhere else... but...) 


Unfortunately, Ms. Kyoko had thoroughly destroyed the electronic lock, which meant it still 
couldn't be opened—breaking it may have seemed simple in hindsight, but how it came to be so 
fatally damaged was beyond the comprehension of those not versed in mechanics. And so, a 
youngster on their way back from the department store basement was currently searching the 
station for tools to further break the damaged lock. 


Hardworking indeed. Perhaps they saw it as atonement. 


"Is a detective who deduces while trapped called an ‘armchair detective’, | wonder? Ahaha, 
considering the charges against me, perhaps ‘electric chair detective’ would be more 
appropriate." 


That joke was not funny. 


In fact, if found guilty of armed robbery-homicide, the sentence would be life imprisonment at 
the very least, or—at its most severe, which was quite the most severe seeing it another 
way—death by execution. 


"...It's not an electric chair, though. You may have forgotten, but this is Japan." 


"Was it hanging that the Japanese capital punishment system adopted? Hasn't it changed even 
now? If | remember correctly—if | "still" do—there are multiple buttons for the execution of the 
death penalty, aren't there? As if it were the launch system for a nuclear missile, multiple 
executioners press the buttons simultaneously. Is it still like that now?" 


"It's still... that way." 
He nodded, though with a lack of confidence. Perhaps the reality of being faced with an 


execution was one Officer Hidarui preferred not to confront. The reality that a person he 
arrested—a murderer, for instance—would be killed in the name of capital punishment. 


He felt enough inner conflict with that alone—unable to declare opposition to the death penalty 

when considering the feelings of the victims' families, and yet not so fervently in favor of human 
rights as to support the ultimate punishment without hesitation—particularly given that he was a 
‘False Accusations Factory'. What if a vicious criminal he arrested was innocent? 


The suspect behind the bars at the moment claimed just that. 


With these thoughts, the usually reticent man naturally became verbose—had he been led to 
this? 


"Of course, unlike a nuclear missile launch system, the hanging isn't executed unless the 
buttons are pressed simultaneously. It's a strategy to obscure which executioner actually carried 
out the act." 


"A natural consideration." 
Said Ms. Kyoko. 
Certainly, a natural consideration. 


However, this was "natural" from the perspective of the system—the establishment. From the 
perspective of the person being killed, it could be seen as an unacceptable system. 


After all, he or she would die without knowing who had killed them—no detective or law 
enforcement agency will appear before the condemned to clear his or her conscience. 


"The truth remains in the darkness. Case closed, as it were. In that case, is it easy to 
understand that the detective in charge of the interrogation would be resented? If it were to 
haunt them, that's about the only thing that comes to mind... after all, people tend to resent 
what's easy to resent." 


This time, was it sarcasm from Ms. Kyoko? No, she seemed to be lightly enjoying this exchange 
of words. 


"Let's get back to the matter at hand. Officer Hidarui. Thank you very much for providing the 
investigative materials. | am overwhelmed with gratitude. This will enable me to be of service to 
you, and for that, | am trembling with joy. | shall never forget this kindness." 


Even without the last bit of light-heartedness, the speech was overly theatrical. But then again, it 
had to be. After all, they were taking risks that warranted preparing a resignation letter, even if it 
was under duress— 


(...No) 


Even if he hadn't been threatened, he might have succumbed in the end, he thought to himself 
calmly. Corruption, after all, is still preferable to wrongful execution, was it not? 


Nevertheless, having combed through all the investigative files, no further "secret revelations" 
from the suspect could be expected... Originally, such expectations were never to be held by a 
detective with a failing memory, but from here on out, the proceeding interactions entered into 
uncharted territory for the seasoned Officer Hidarui. 

"As far as this file goes," 


Thus, the detective began. 


"The culprit is me, undoubtedly." 


"Is that... a confession, Ms. Kyoko? Are you admitting to the crime?" 

He inadvertently confirmed in an overly polite tone, but, 

"No, that's not what | mean. It's only ‘as far as this file goes." 

Ms. Kyoko shook her head. 

"| apologize for making such a misleading statement. It was not intentional, | assure you." 

A lie. It was intentional. 

Despite his bitter thoughts, he felt a stronger sense of relief... If they were to conclude there that 
"she was the culprit," it would be the end of him in all senses. Realistically, it wouldn't just end 
with Officer Hidarui's resignation... It was no exaggeration to say that the case had escalated so 


much, the precinct's survival depended on it. 


"Oh dear. It sounds like you're blaming me, Officer Hidarui. Wasn't the case already large-scale 
to begin with? This victim, Mr. Jukimoto, was one of Japan's wealthiest, wasn't he?" 


He was supposed to be a treasure to this region, a VIP—Ms. Kyoko pointed out. 


Indeed. 


Whether a wealthy prodigal son, a man of leisure, could be considered a treasure was 
debatable, but given the taxes the Jukimoto family paid to the region, there was no doubt that 
Misue Jukimoto was a VIP. 


Officer Hidarui, who worked in a different section and had little lateral connection within the 
organization, was not well-versed in gossip and had been unaware, almost irreverently, of the 
victim's fame. Regardless of whether it was for good reasons or not, the VIP had a far higher 
reputation than the forgetful detective—if such a VIP was murdered, even if the suspect wasn't a 
former investigative collaborator, the case would certainly have been flagged as high priority. 

"To be precise, he was a relative of one of Japan's wealthiest families—not exactly estranged, 
but there was almost no communication. We've tried to contact them to discuss the case, but 
we're stopped at the secretary's office—so far, we haven't been able to secure an appointment." 


"An 'l'll try to make it' sort of situation. Well, being from the founding family of a megabank, they 
must be busy. | envy them. One day, I'd like to run a bank myself." 


A grand dream. 
Certainly not one that could be contained within prison bars. 
"Or perhaps become a coin collector." 


In that regard, it seems she might already be one—she was the image of a miser, trying to 
extort consultancy fees even from behind bars. 


"A miser, you say? | don't see why, but do | really give off that impression? According to this 
investigation file, I'm someone who broke into Mr. Jukimoto's mansion aiming for his collection." 


"Right—mansion—, it is a mansion indeed." 

It sounded like an old-fashioned way of speaking or like something out of a mystery novel, but 
according to the documents, Misue Jukimoto's residence was indeed of a size and design that 
justified such a description. 


If one were to look for other expressions, would it be called a 'residence' or a ‘estate’? 


After all, to say that there is even a coin collection exhibition room inside—it would undoubtedly 
boast a floor area far more spacious than the one-room mansion where Officer Hidarui lived. 


And that place was also the scene of a ghastly crime. 


"As for the script envisioned by that cute detective, it seems that I, the dishonorable intruder 
who sneaked into the mansion to steal the collection, encountered the mansion's owner in the 


exhibition room at the worst possible timing and ended up stabbing them to death. In my 
opinion, at this point, it's as if there's some sort of narrative trick set up, with contradictions piling 
up like a mountain." 


"They're piling up?" 
When evaluated so directly, he felt the urge to defend his colleague. 


"Well, this file was still a work in progress that | took over at the command of my superior. So 
please be generous in your judgment." 


He ended up speaking as if he were defending a novelist whose serial work had been criticized 
(like saying 'please watch over it until it's complete’), but Ms. Kyoko just nodded lightly and said, 
"| see." 


"This is still a fresh memory, so just to confirm, the cute detective who arrested me is Assistant 
Inspector Nakasugi, who appears in this file, correct?" 


"Yes—and the first to receive the report was a patrol officer named Raise, who was on duty at 
the police box set up in front of the victim's house at the time." 


"A police box, huh? Saying it out loud adds a certain wealthy flair, doesn't it?" 

Indeed. 

Officer Hidarui was unaware that such a facility had been installed there, but well, even without 
an eye-poppingly expensive collection, being of that family lineage alone was enough to be 
directly linked to personal danger. 

In a way, they were in a position more likely to be targeted than politicians—not only was a 
police box installed, but the security patrol unit was also routinely instructed to patrol the 
mansion's surroundings intensively. 

VIP treatment. 

If based on the idea that crimes should be prevented before they occur, it wouldn't necessarily 
lead to a problem of excessive bias... The problem, if any, is that the crime wasn't prevented in 
the first place. 

"The first to discover the incident, Ms. Kudahara, informed Constable Raise at the gate, who 
then visually confirmed the 'victim and the perpetrator’ before contacting the station again, 


leading to Assistant Inspector Nakasugi's deployment—that's inconsistent, isn't it?" 


".,.Where is the inconsistency?" 


He inadvertently defended the situation out of a sense of camaraderie, but Officer Hidarui also 
felt something off about the investigation file. 


However, that feeling was vague, like "No matter how you slice it, this makes the Forgotten 
Detective look too suspicious"—it was clear that something was amiss, but pinpointing the exact 
nature of the oddity was difficult. 

If anything, it felt too contrived. 

Too conveniently contrived. 

Like watching a movie that's too accommodating—the pieces fit together too neatly everywhere, 
making one want to say, "Real life doesn't work out this well." Critiquing something that works 
out well is, by nature, nonsensical. 

"Where, you ask—for example," 

Ms. Kyoko answered Officer Hidarui's question. 

"If it was guarded so strictly, then how could a robber like me have possibly broken in?" 
"Ah—but" 

That was indeed—true? 

Certainly, in the file, the robust security was mentioned as evidence that "no other suspicious 
individuals had entered or left," but indeed, "how Ms. Kyoko managed to evade the guards and 


infiltrate the mansion" had not yet been addressed. 


Was it intended to be completed later, or was it, in fact, not considered significant because she 
was found inside the mansion upon discovery? 


"| suppose they think | managed to slip past the guard because I'm a famous detective," she 
mused, "but if that's what they were thinking, | wish they'd come to the conclusion that 'a famous 
detective wouldn't commit such an obvious heinous crime.” 


Despite the seemingly arrogant and outrageous nature of the statement, there was no denying 
its truth. The logic was almost identical—however, the fact that Ms. Kyoko was "discovered" at 
the crime scene was an undeniable reality, making Assistant Inspector Nakasugi's reasoning 
sound quite reasonable. 


(Double standards—) 


Yet, considering the skill with which the forgetful detective had boldly penetrated this deep into 
the police station, it wouldn't be impossible for her to get inside the building, even under the 
watchful eye of the security guards. 


™Discovered,' you say—as the person listed as the first discoverer, should we consider Ms. 
Kudahara to be something like a maid rather than a bodyguard or security cohabitant?" 


"Yes. The victim, Mr. Jukimoto, used to call her his 'nanny'—and the 'nanny' would call Mr. 
Jukimoto ‘young master." 


"They fit the picture of the wealthy elite, don't they?" 


Ms. Kyoko's smile seemed a bit strained at that—well, how anyone might feel about a man over 
forty being called 'young master’ by his family was a personal matter. 


"How old is Ms. Kudahara? It wasn't written in the file—perhaps the cute detective thought it 
impolite to ask a lady her age?" 


"Eh? It wasn't written there?" 
So that's why he referred to her as a 'housemaid.' 
It was simply a slip-up, not him being well-mannered. 


"| only heard that the first discoverer was 'the nanny’ when | took over the case, and I'm not 
aware of anything not written there... but I'm pretty sure she's quite elderly. Is that important?" 


“Suspect the first discoverer,’ that's an iron rule, isn't it? | don't want to suspect an elderly 
person, but there could be mistakes or misunderstandings." 


It's not that she was suspected of being the culprit, but rather as a witness—yet from what the 
"cute detective" said, she seemed to be still quite capable despite her age. 


"Is it something like, ‘until the young master is completely settled, the nanny can't rest easy'?" 


Despite the casual tone, the statement wasn't far from the truth. At least, it was unlikely for the 
old lady's testimony to be uncertain due to her age. 


"That's right. That's another mystery axiom. 'The testimonies of children and the elderly are 
correct.” 


"When you put it that way, it sounds like you're setting up defenses—" 


It's like saying "it's politically correct"—such sarcasm is probably the furthest thing from a 
mystery. However, as he had implied, he wasn't at liberty to say, ‘there are holes in this report 
made by the detective’. 


"Of course, I'm not looking to nitpick. If | were in a different position, I'd probably write similar 
reports myself—although, as a forgetful detective, I've never written a report. But what do you 
think?" 


While showing consideration, Ms. Kyoko opened the relevant page of the report. 
And with annotations, she began to read aloud. 


"On the morning of the incident—that is, this morning—at the usual time of waking, the 'nanny,' 
Ms. Kudahara, prepared breakfast for the 'young master’ Mr. Jukimoto and the other servants as 
usual—from the pastoral names, it seems there wasn't a strict master-servant relationship, and 
it was custom for the master and servants to eat together. However, after finishing the meal 
preparations and, as always, going to wake them up, the 'young master' was not in his 
bedroom..." 


She paused for a moment there. 


Cooking aside, there might be some thoughts about an adult male who, "as always," is woken 
up by the "nanny." 


But if there was a laugh to be had, it would only be a chuckle at best. 


"Sure enough, the nanny, assuming that he was rearranging his collection in the exhibition room 
as he was known to do, headed there. But the exhibition room door was locked and wouldn't 
open—at first, she thought ‘well, then he's not here.’ However, even with all the servants 
searching the mansion, the young master was nowhere to be found. It's impossible for the 
young master to go out of the mansion by himself, so maybe he's still in the exhibition room, 
perhaps fallen asleep in utter fascination—with that determination, the nanny pried open the 
door." 


"An active old lady, isn't she," said Ms. Kyoko. 

"And inside the exhibition room, there lay the young master, stabbed in the left chest with a 
weapon, and a white-haired beauty with glasses, fast asleep clutching the bloodied weapon—is 
this the correct account of what happened?" 


"Ye S . "W 


He was inadvertently made to acknowledge that the forgetful detective was a "beauty," but well, 
he certainly couldn't say he disagreed. 


The subsequent developments were as previously described. 

The officer on duty at the police box was immediately notified, and he secured the scene and 
reported to the station—during all this time, the white-haired beauty was sound asleep, showing 
quite the nerve. 

When she woke up, she was completely surrounded... like a violent criminal. 

A violent criminal, indeed, since it was a case of robbery-murder caught in the act. 

"She was asleep holding the murder weapon in her right hand... The weapon was a sword-type 
old coin displayed in the exhibition room. It doesn't seem like a blade meant for harm, but well, if 


it's made of metal and has a sharp point, it would have the capacity to kill." 


"You speak as if it's someone else's problem, but it was you, Ms. Kyoko, who was asleep 
clutching the lethal weapon in your right hand, right?" 


He didn't assume she had forgotten that, but just to note—it wasn't a murder mystery she was 
reading in any way. 


"As a master detective, | can't say a word when people say I've lost my ability to distinguish 
between reality and fantasy. For reasoning is like fantasy." 


"Well, not being able to differentiate between reality and fantasy isn't limited to detectives. 
Nowadays, all sorts of crimes are intertwined with troubles in cyberspace." 


It wouldn't be long before the old-time detectives have to withdraw not only from the 
interrogation room but also from the scene. 


"Still, as a fantasist, this is also a contradiction, isn't it? Even if | were not a master detective, 
just a silly wee lass." 


"A ‘beauty,’ perhaps, but 'wee lass' is definitely pushing it, don't you think?" 


"Even if | were just a silly wee lass, | wouldn't fall asleep at the crime scene holding the murder 
weapon." 


She ignored his objection, but she did bring up a point he couldn't ignore in return... Right, it was 
a part that was too convenient for the narrative. 


"If you want to put it this way, a dead body in a locked room, with an unknown suspicious person 
sleeping beside it, holding a blade-that's too suspicious for anyone to recognise, don't you 
think?" 


"Just to be clear, just because that makes you less suspicious, doesn't mean I'll let you go free. 
Both I, and the Assistant Inspector Nakasugi, think it's strange—we're listening to your story for 
that reason. But on the other hand, such 'strange things' are common in any case. There are 
suspects who do even more incomprehensible things. A criminal who falls asleep at the scene 
of a murder where he was stealing is indeed a first for me." 


"A criminal who falls asleep holding the murder weapon at the scene of a murder where he was 
stealing, right?" 


"Yes, holding the murder weapon." 

She was very particular about it. 

It didn't seem all that important. 

"But, as | repeat, this is something that actually happened in reality. It's distinctly different from 
fiction. To a master detective like you, it might appear as the overeager blunder of a foolish 
detective. However, in that situation, there's no detective who wouldn't arrest you." 

"Of course. It's not like I'm loudly protesting my arrest as unjust. On the contrary, | am supposed 
to be in the unique position to explain the circumstances. Yet, being the forgetful detective 
whose memory resets every day, | find myself unable to apply a rational interpretation to this 
sense of discomfort, and for that, | feel somewhat apologetic." 

She certainly didn’t feel apologetic. 

She had been brazenly unapologetic throughout. 

"Therefore, as a good citizen, | offered my cooperation." 

No. It was as an entrepreneur. 

"But thanks to you, I've managed to organize quite a bit." 


"Organize—not deduce?" 


"For now, it's not even a fantasy. I've just finished checking the current contradictions or points 
of doubt." 


That was the fastest "just finished" there is. 


Or perhaps a summary. 


"Is it that you still cannot accept the "nanny's" testimony, Ms. Kyoko?" 


"Well, just because the young master isn’t seen inside the mansion doesn’t mean he went out 
alone. It seems a bit too presumptuous." 


"No, that's more a matter of personal habits..." 

It was more a matter of the deceased's lifestyle than a matter of personal habits, though. 

"Yes. That's a problem." 

Ms. Kyoko responds with a smile. 

If the cheerfully smiling Ms. Kyoko harbored any resentment towards the wealthy, indulgent son, 
it could lead to a motive for the crime. Officer Hidarui, with his misplaced concern, wondered if it 
was wise to reveal such a thing. 

"The serious question is: I'm talking about the extent to which we accept as natural the actions 
of the 'nanny' who, with certainty-enough certainty to break down a locked door-decides that the 
‘young master' might be inside the exhibition room." 

"...[f you put it that way, should | say your explanation is quite convincing? As you say, however, 
this is about the 'young master’ who has been living and taken care of under the same roof for 
many years. Even if it's difficult to explain in words, it doesn't seem so unnatural that she acted 


on a hunch...?" 


Seen from another angle, the nanny’s intuition could be more reliable than a detective’s hunch 
or a police officer's perception. 


"Actually, she was right... Or are you implying that the nanny knew in advance that the young 
master had been killed inside the exhibition room?" 


"That could happen." 


Officer Hidarui, having simply posed an extreme argument to gauge the master detective’s 
reaction, found, to his surprise, that Ms. Kyoko did not entirely dismiss the possibility. 


If so, the cliché "suspect the first person to find the body" becomes literally true... But, if one 
forcibly tried to believe in Ms. Kyoko's innocence, was that what it would entail? 


"Suppose, during the night, the nanny kills the young master in the exhibition room. Then, by 
some means, she makes the sleeping Ms. Kyoko enter the crime scene, places a blade in her 
hand, lays her beside the corpse, and then closes the door to create a locked room... Waiting for 


the right moment to make a fuss that the young master has gone missing and then pretending 
to be the first to discover the body...?" 


It wasn't impossible... 


If she could win over all the servants, then not just the exhibition room, but the entire mansion 
could be like a locked room—just as isolated as an interrogation room. 


"Just for reference, Officer Hidarui, inside the mansion—for example, in the exhibition room, are 
there any security measures like surveillance cameras or infrared sensors? The investigation file 
didn't mention anything about that." 


It didn't mention anything about that because no such thing existed. If there had been any, it 
would have appeared in the report—well, without the need to hire a security guard, police 
officers were already protecting the area around the mansion. It was somewhat expected that 
the inner defenses would be lax—after all, even a wealthy person would want to relax at home. 


Ms. Kyoko, who was relaxing in her cage, also seemed to empathize, agreeing, "That's true." 


"Even just having a locked door in the exhibition room is a lucky find—it's enough to get a 
detective like me excited about the appearance of a locked room mystery." 


"It's not really a time to be excited, though. Because of that, your suspicion has only deepened." 
"That's right. Damn the locked room." 


She showed her composure with a laugh before saying, "In a locked room mystery, if one 
person is killed, another must be the culprit. That's not just a rule of thumb in mysteries; it's not 
even a cliché." 


"It's like the so-called 'problem where a mystery can't be established unless there are at least 
three characters." 


She spoke as if it was akin to the Late Queen Problem (as in, it is impossible to prove by 
oneself that the information that the detective/reader is able to know is ‘everything’ there is to it) 
, but couldn't there have been a smarter way to name it?—Regardless of the naming, the 
concept itself was something that Officer Hidarui was familiar with. 


If there was only one person, they couldn't be killed by someone else—if there were two, and 
one was killed, the other could logically be presumed to be the culprit. Hence, a "murder case" 
is only established when there are three people—f likening it to Ms. Kyoko's earlier joke, this 
isn't a "problem that can't be established without three people" but should be called "peace 
that's established with just two." 


"Of course, such a paradox that resembles a logic puzzle doesn't actually hold up. That's 
because if there were only two people, indeed, there may not be a murder case." 


So said Ms. Kyoko. 
"But if it comes to a fight to the death, it might happen." 


In fact, it might be more likely to occur with just two people alone. 
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Was she indirectly claiming self-defense? If so, then indeed she could be considered 
"innocent"—Officer Hidarui was puzzled. 


Alone in a locked room. 


She killed because she was about to be killed—setting aside the interpretation of the first word 
of "robbery-murder," well, it wasn't something impossible. 


Having no guilty conscience, she didn't flee the scene; instead, she boldly slept soundly on the 
spot—well, no matter how one might twist the logic, the "slept soundly" part was hard to accept, 
but the murder case itself could be explained that way. 


"The reason for your arrest on suspicion of robbery murder was because you were the intruder, 
it happened in the collection's exhibition room, and you were firmly holding the ancient coin that 
was also the weapon—however, if we accept that you were holding the weapon 'to protect 
yourself,’ then we can disregard the last point. Therefore, we should consider the first two—" 


"How | entered should also be considered. However, Officer Hidarui, I'm not claiming 
self-defense to dispute the charges—| don't even intend to be indicted." 


"Eh?" 
Was that so? 


He felt somewhat let down, but then he realized, 'Ah, this is the start of the so-called exhaustive 
reasoning that is the forte of the "Forgetful Detective"—what earned her the title of the fastest. 


Like an Al software for chess, examining all possibilities with an extraordinary processing 
speed—the theory of the first discoverer (the nanny) being the culprit, mentioned earlier, was 
just one of them. 


"In a locked room, | don't think | could win a fight to the death with a man. However, you 
mentioned that the door was pried open, Officer Hidarui, but this seems a bit hasty to me. Even 
if we assume it's fine to guess that someone was inside, they could have just called a locksmith 
without breaking anything... the report doesn't touch on that point either." 


The rapid-fire questioning was too much to keep up with—he couldn’t keep up—even Officer 
Hidarui knew no more than what was written in that investigation file. But now that she 
mentioned it, there did seem to be some unnatural behavior. 


In that situation, no matter how much Ms. Kyoko prided herself on being an electric chair 
detective rather than an armchair detective, as Officer Hidarui who took over the investigation, it 
seemed necessary to check the scene at least once. Skipping the step of hearing directly from 
the people involved was not an option. 

Somehow, he had ended up being completely led around by the suspect, but the basics of 
detective work was legwork—it was quite frustrating to be stuck talking to a detainee in the 
holding cells without ever having visited the scene even once, let alone having investigated it 
thoroughly to his satisfaction. 


However, in the midst of compiling all the clues, no, precisely because he was in the midst of it, 
there were things he must ask before exploring all possibilities. 


What was Ms. Kyoko hiding? 
A memo in the mind of white hair. 
What exactly was the ace up her sleeve used as a threat, "| might just fall asleep, you know?"? 


He couldn't be outplayed in a haze of possibilities—despite having requested investigative 
cooperation, the officer hadn’t surrendered to the detective just yet. 


He was determined not to be a mere scapegoat. 
If Officer Hidarui uncovered the truth of the case first, then it would be the detective who ended 
up playing the scapegoat. A battle of wits like in the mysteries of old, but even so, the conditions 


should be set fairly. 


"Ah, that matter. Yes, yes, yes, yes. There was that. Such a trivial thing. So minute that even 
though | haven't slept, | forgot about it." 


Why such a suspicious response. 


Eh? Wait a minute. 

She couldn't possibly be going to tell him now that it was all a bluff—indeed, even having 
requested her cooperation in the investigation, the situation had changed dramatically from an 
hour ago. 

After cornering someone into such an inextricable predicament, to then say it was all a bluff, that 
she didn't remember anything, that there were no other memos written on her skin—that kind of 


argument couldn't possibly hold. 


"M-Ms. Kyoko—you're kidding, right? A detective’s top-tier joke, to make a fool of the officer 
again—" 

"As much as you deprecate your profession, Officer Hidarui, it's not very good, you know? | love 
Sherlock Holmes, of course, but | love Detective Columbo just as much. By the way, did you 
know? Although Mr. Columbo is referred to as ‘Inspector’ in Japan, in the original language he's 
actually a 'Lieutenant." 


He wouldn’t be distracted by such intriguing small talk—it was exactly the tactic of Detective 
Columbo. 


Bring out the detective. Show your detective-like qualities. 

"Now, now, don’t panic. A panicking detective gets a small severance pay." 

"Severance pay!? Why are you assuming I'm getting fired!?" 

He wanted to cling to the bars. 

Certainly, having come this far, whether Ms. Kyoko was guilty or innocent, he had no choice but 
to be on her side—Officer Hidarui was in a position where he'd actually be in trouble if she 


weren't innocent. 


But to be thought of as cowering was humiliating—it would be a problem if she forgot that from 
her perspective, they were in the same boat. 


It was a real problem, she mustn't forget. 
"No, no, | wouldn't deceive you, Assistant Officer Hidarui." 
"Please don’t casually demote me. In the original language, my rank is 'Officer."" 


"Yes, for now." 


"Ms. Kyoko." 


"No, no, | mean to say that with such a remarkable performance this time, promotion is without a 
doubt. Trust me." 


He began to feel as if he were dealing with a bona fide fraudster rather than a detective. It 
wasn't the job of the investigation department at all to deal with such intelligent criminals. 


(... However) 


Should he give up now, his reputation as a 'False Accusations Factory’ would be tarnished—or 
rather, if it were such a reputation, he'd rather it be obliterated sooner than later. 


"| truly thought that there was a note you had memorized which ensured your own 
innocence—am | mistaken?" 


"Of course, that's right. If it were not so, | wouldn't exclude someone from the list of suspects, it 
being myself or not... | do have the firm belief that '| would never do such a thing.’ However... 
whether revealing that here and now would serve as effective information for your investigation, 
| would argue that it's not necessarily the case, Officer Hidarui." 


‘That's why I'm putting it off for later’, Ms. Kyoko said—it was a relief, for now, to know that she 
didn't seem to have been forgotten, not really. But even so, the suspicion that it might be an 
empty promise remained unshakeable... how long did she intend to put it off? 


"That's why | said when the expert arrives. Didn't | tell you I'm postponing it? If my expert, Mr. 
Yakusuke Kakushidate, were here, he would surely interpret the meaning of my memory 
correctly." 


‘In other words, what | am seeking is the verification by a third party'—Ms. Kyoko implied. 

She spoke cheerfully, and though she gave off the air of someone who had resigned themselves 
to confessing without fuss, he felt as if he had been struck squarely by a powerful slap in the 
face. 

Or two slaps, if going for the other cheek. 

(In short, she's cleverly calculating the risk that if she discloses trump investigative information 


in this detention center—in a sense, 'revealing secrets'—, then |... and by extension the police, 
might systematically cover them up?) 


Providing the investigation files he inherited from his predecessor as a condition for requesting 
cooperation was a given, but he was still unconvinced why Ms. Kyoko insisted on a meeting 
with the young Kakushidate—he had assumed it was an unrelated condition to the investigation, 
a means to probe her true identity—but it seemed she was seeking his presence as a fair third 
party, not just as an expert, for his attendance during her testimony. 


Even if that information was highly inconvenient and difficult for the police station, which made 
the "mistaken arrest," to accept, it wasn't something that could be easily covered up—she was 
trying to make it impossible for any cover-up to happen. 


(While speaking pleasantly, relaxing, and brazenly having her change of clothes and dinner 
prepared, this person doesn't trust the police one bit—) 


No, it wasn't that she didn't trust them—rather, considering the steel-barred environment which, 
just or not, can only be described as unfortunate, she was entrusted herself completely. Yet, she 
held on tightly to the reins of control, never letting go, like someone tightly clutching the strings 
of a purse, constantly making the best choices from a limited set of options. 


The best for herself. 


It was simply that the detective, adept at winning people's hearts, was the one gripping her own 
heart the tightest—clenching her fingers so tightly around it that she might crush it, controlling 
everything. Even though Officer Hidarui might open up to her if she disclosed information, the 
detective herself wasn't opening her heart to anyone, not even herself. 


This was starting to seem painfully obvious. 


He had taken her confident statements at face value up until now, but perhaps, the person who 
least believed in the innocence of the arrested famous detective was the person herself...? 


The back of the back is the front—was that it? 


C2) 


Feeling sympathy for such a detective would be entirely wrong, and it was even rather 
infuriating, but just when Officer Hidarui was at a loss for words, a call came through on the cell 
phone stuffed in his pocket. 


It was from the young surveillance officer who hadn't returned, still searching for a tool to pry 
open the iron bars—whether it was impeccably timed or disastrously so was up for debate. 


However, the message wasn't "| found the perfect tool, I'm on my way back." It seemed he had 
run into the expert, Yakusuke Kakushidate, at the reception—announcing his arrival at the 
station via email. 


(—Even if he didn't have that intention... can that slouching, suspiciously acting young man-the 
expert on Kyoko Okitegami-possibly loosen up this person's rigidly tensed heart, which seems 
about to be crushed at any moment...?) 


Just this once. 


Just this once, Officer Hidarui found himself thinking such a thing, setting aside the case. 


5 
And so, at last, Ms. Kyoko and | have our reunion under the guise of a meeting. 


Or perhaps it's our first encounter. 


Ch 6: Yakusuke Kakushidate's Room Visiting & Ch 
7: Kyoko Okitegami's Secret Exposure 


Upon visiting the Chikumagawa Police Station's visitor room, | braced myself for what was to 
come. It might sound a bit odd, but | am well-acquainted with detention facilities—not just the 
one at the station—which means | was fully aware of how dire the situation Ms. Kyoko could be 
in right now. 


That is to say, | knew it intimately. 


Whether it's a false accusation or not, such an environment can break one's spirit—though | 
hoped that Ms. Kyoko, who is much more resilient than |, could be spending her time there with 
grace, despite the harsh conditions. However, | couldn't be too optimistic. 


Especially since it was hard for me to imagine Ms. Kyoko, who is said to have never been seen 
wearing the same outfit twice and is considered a fashion leader in the detective world, being 
forced into a standard-issue orange jumpsuit. The thought alone was unnerving for an expert 
like me, but | had to be mentally prepared for such a situation. 


Surely Ms. Kyoko, | persuaded myself, must have charmed someone within the station—yes, 
secured an ally among the policewomen to arrange some stylish clothes for her. With this forced 
encouragement, | nervously stepped into the late-night visitor room, but what awaited me 
surpassed all my preparations. 


On the other side of the acrylic glass barrier. 

Ms. Kyoko appeared in a uniform. 

There had been a time when Ms. Kyoko, during her detective work, had worn a sailor uniform 
(not necessarily suited for sailors), but the uniform she wore this time was not for school 
children, but for police officers—a uniformed officer. 

Donning even the hat, she was fully dressed in the fashion of a policewoman—f not for her 
distinctive white hair spilling out, | might not have recognized her at first glance with such an 
impactful dress-up. 


Eh? 


Thinking this, | looked behind Ms. Kyoko, where Officer Hidarui was closing the door with his 
hands behind him—the Inspector had a face like he had just swallowed a bitter bug. No, he had 


such a profound expression on his face, as if he himself were the bitter bug that had been 
swallowed up and crushed. 


"Nice to meet you. | am Kyoko Okitegami, the detective. Or Kyoko Okitegami, the suspect. Or 
perhaps, Kyoko Okitegami, the policewoman." 


Ms. Kyoko sat down, placed her hat aside, and bowed her head politely—though we were 
separated by acrylic glass in the visitor room, it felt as if | had come to a consultation window, 
given that the person on the other side was dressed as a uniformed officer. 

"|... lam Yakusuke Kakushidate. ...Nice to meet you." 

That seemed the appropriate thing to say. 

It was our umpteenth first meeting. 

| too sat down and scrutinized Ms. Kyoko's attire intently—although | was at the station not as a 
suspect this time but as a specialist for the forgetful detective, my regular job is as a master of 
wrongful accusations, so naturally, | am quite familiar with police uniforms. 

From the looks of the stitching, it seemed genuine. In compliance with the official standards. 
Not a cosplay replica, nor a security guard's uniform. 

"Excuse me for my appearance. It's for the back cover." 

"Eh?" 


Back cover? 


Whether it's the front or the back cover, the forgetful detective, who is supposed to be kept 
hidden, should never be openly featured on the cover of anything. 


"Or rather, it's a disguise. It's quite embarrassing, but as the visitation hours have significantly 
deviated from ‘business hours,’ | had no choice but to disguise myself when moving from the 


detention facility to the visitor room." 


"As we are in the police station, | had no choice but to impersonate a police officer, right?" Ms. 
Kyoko said, looking back at Officer Hidarui, seeking agreement. 


Officer Hidarui averted his eyes. 


He had the distinctly reluctant demeanor of a complicit partner who did not agree at all. 


Of course, it would be bad for the station's reputation to release a detainee from their cell in the 
middle of the night, and to secretly ask for their cooperation in an investigation would require 
some skulking. However, since it was all happening within the station, there was no need to 
issue a uniform. 


That would be more problematic. 


It must have been Ms. Kyoko who forcefully pushed for it—after exchanging information with 
Ms. Kakoi, at the stage when | was invited to the station by Officer Hidarui, it was clear that she 
wasn't simply captured compliantly (I hadn't heard the details of how Officer Hidarui ended up in 
the predicament of requesting Ms. Kyoko’s deduction services, but looking at the current 
situation, this expert analyzes that she must have performed some malicious threats), but the 
Forgetful Detective seemed to be behaving more high-handedly than | had thought. 


| messed up. | should have prepared in a different way. 


Coming here just because | was called was... perhaps thoughtless after all. Far from being 
framed for a crime, now that | Know too much, I, too, am like an accomplice to this misconduct. 


An accessory, perhaps. 


Regardless of my feelings (and Officer Hidarui's), Ms. Kyoko, who rarely gets to wear (and 
normally would never wear) a police uniform, was in an exceedingly good mood, so obviously 
that anyone could tell at a glance. It was hard to believe that right up until the moment before 
she entered this room, she had been handcuffed and tied at the waist—nevertheless, | couldn't 
afford to be mesmerized forever. 


The regulations regarding visits with detainees may have become exceedingly hollow, but time 
was still limited—putting aside the fashion check, | started the conversation. 


"Ms. Kyoko, how sleepy are you right now?" 
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Officer Hidarui was rather impressed with the way the young Kakushidate initiated the 
conversation. 


When he entered the room, he seemed uneasy about sitting on the opposite side of the visitor's 
room, which wasn't usual for him, but as soon as he saw Ms. Kyoko—in her uniform—he 
snapped into a sharp demeanor. 


Without asking about the details of the case that Officer Hidarui had barely disclosed, or even 
why he had been called at such a late hour, he first inquired about the Forgetful Detective's 
sleep condition. 


"Ms. Kyoko, how sleepy are you right now?" 

It was a succinct question, but indeed the right one to ask—as a result of being lent the uniform 
willingly (of course, regarding handcuffs, pistols, and batons, Officer Hidarui had resisted and 
properly confiscated them—a rare victory), the Forgetful Detective looked excited and her spirits 
seemed high. However, as a captive, she would never show her weaknesses to Officer Hidarui. 
She might just be enduring her sleepiness. 


(Not trusting—anything) 


Even though she may appear energetic and vibrant, there was no doubt that this day had been 
a hard one for her. 


And this "today" had not yet ended. 

First and foremost, the young Kakushidate, who focused on "sleepiness", might not be as 
unreliable as Officer Hidarui perceived—although he had reassessed him in this way, the crucial 
thing was Ms. Kyoko's reaction, 


"No, I'm not especially sleepy, not at all." 


With her usual smile, which showed no significant change when addressing Officer Hidarui, she 
was indifferent—even in front of an expert, Ms. Kyoko's fangs did not crumble. 


Well, even if he was a regular at the Okitegami Detective Agency, for "today's Ms. Kyoko," he 
was still very much a "stranger," so it was only natural that her reaction was generally the 
same... What was strange, however, is that the young Kakushidate wasn't at all perturbed by 
such aloofness. 


Instead, he seemed somewhat relieved. 

It was creepy. 

The policeman's instincts were stirred by that suspicious behavior, but this was a visitor's room, 
not an interrogation room... Besides, probably the young Kakushidate was just relieved that Ms. 


Kyoko was operating as usual even inside the detention center. 


Though called a 'False Accusations Factory’, he had no intention of mistakenly arresting the 
same person twice—it was best to quietly observe the developments. 


("Observe the developments"—if | had made that decision at the stage when | was ordered to 
go to the fourth interrogation room, | wouldn’t have to be involved in such a scandal shaking the 
whole station...) 


Well, it was fine. He had given up on that. This was work. 


If we're going to talk about spirit, then the young Kakushidate who nonchalantly showed up at 
the very station he was once detained at, even though it wasn't his job, certainly had some 
nerve. 


Faced with the ever-smiling Ms. Kyoko, the young Kakushidate seemed to be perpetually 
nervous. He didn't know how he appeared to her, but from over there, it was hard to tell which 
one was the suspect. 


Although his response wasn't particularly bright, the young Kakushidate finally accepted the 
answer to his question and then offered to Ms. Kyoko, 


"So, what exactly should | do? If there's anything | can help with, that would be great..." 

It was the kind of question one would normally ask first, but he wasn't asking "why did you call 
me here?" but rather "what should | do?", which suggested he had almost accepted the task at 
hand. There was a rumor that the Forgetful Detective had no assistant, but perhaps the young 
Kakushidate had, like this, assisted with the Forgetful Detective's work on numerous occasions 
before? 

Not as a client, nor as an expert. 

(If that's the case, it's a thankless job.) 

No matter how much he did, every time Ms. Kyoko went to sleep, she forgot it all. 

Perhaps that thought prompted him, 

"Mr. Kakushidate. Before that, aren't you going to ask about the details of the case?" 

Before Ms. Kyoko could respond, Officer Hidarui, who had decided to observe the situation, 
reflexively interrupted—perhaps he couldn't bear to see someone who was originally uninvolved 
being unwittingly dragged into the affairs of the Forgetful Detective as he himself and, by 
extension, all the employees of the Chikumagawa Station were. 

Officer Hidarui was the one who called the young Kakushidate, but the situation had changed 


even since then—the Forgetful Detective had revealed that she had called him to serve as a fair 
witness. 


It was tough to be put in such a position without knowing anything—that was the intent behind 
the lifeline he offered, but, 


"No, | did some research on my own. About the case Ms. Kyoko was arrested for... as much as | 
could." 


And with that, the young Kakushidate gave a weak smile to Officer Hidarui. 


Hmm. This was unexpected. He didn't seem to be just a man who got involved as much as one 
would imagine. 


On reflection, it would be unreasonable to think that he, who has strong connections with a 
famous detective, didn't have any sources of information—did he hire another detective to learn 
about the robbery-murder case that hadn't been reported yet? 


Although he may not have been aware of Officer Hidarui's thoughts, the young Kakushidate 
said, "Don't worry, Ms. Kyoko. | didn't ask any other detectives. | was informed by a neutral and 
impartial journalist", responding to a question that wasn't asked—what an easy man to 
interrogate. 


Although, in reality, it wasn't easy. 


Their behavior might be contrasting, but one should not be deceived by appearances—perhaps 
the same can be said for both the Forgetful Detective and her "expert". 


"That is very considerate of you,” 


Ms. Kyoko bowed deeply and then lifted her head to say, "A neutral and impartial journalist, 
huh?" she muttered to both the young Kakushidate and Officer Hidarui, without directing it to 
anyone in particular. 


"However, if journalists are leaking information, we can't be too relaxed. Even if not the fastest 
detective, it seems better to hurry rather than dawdle. Aside from that, if the journalist is truly 
neutral and impartial, they shouldn't... er, should | call you Mr. Yakusuke?" 


"Y-Yes! By all means!" 


"If the journalist is truly neutral and impartial, then they shouldn't have told you everything about 
the case, right Mr. Yakusuke? Consideration for privacy and sources should have been taken, of 
course—so, as the person involved in the incident, | will tell you a bit more in-depth information 
and share it with you. Haste makes waste." 


Officer Hidarui had nothing more to add; this knowledge should have come from reading the 
report earlier, but Ms. Kyoko succinctly and compactly summarized the incident for which she 
was arrested, recounting it to the young man, Kakushidate. 

The digest version. 

It was a three-minute understanding of a robbery-homicide. 

But, 

(...Mr. Yakusuke?) 


Why use that informal name? 


And why does the young man seem so unmistakably elated, so visibly overjoyed, by just that? 


It seems that being called "Mr. Yakusuke" by Ms. Kyoko was a pleasure | couldn't quite hide, 
and Officer Hidarui was looking at me with a puzzled expression—I don't care, it's not like I'm 
desperate for people to think of me as a cool guy. 


On the contrary, I'm willing to be mistaken and wrongly arrested for this particular matter—I'm 
almost willing to let it happen. On the other hand, whether I'm called "Mr. Kakushidate" or "Mr. 
Yakusuke" felt like being caught up in a high-stakes gamble, and | worried that this joy would 

become a bad habit. 


Nevertheless, thanks to Ms. Kyoko's accountability, the situation was tidied up a bit more than 
before | crawled into the visiting room—it's safe to say that with the information provided by 
Officer Hidarui, I've almost fully grasped the outline of the case, haven't I? 


Mr. Nick Munny = Mr. Misue Jukimoto. 

Since | initially remembered the pseudonym, it's a bit of a hassle to memorize the real name 
anew, but as an expert on the forgetful detective, resetting a name should be the least of my 
worries. 

From that unique surname, | could guess which founding family of which megabank Mr. 
Munny... Mr. Jukimoto came from, but let's leave that aside... Hmm, it feels like I'm getting 


deeper and deeper into this. 


What if | get erased for knowing too much? 


A forgetful detective protects themselves by forgetting, but that's something | can't do... I'm 
starting to worry if | can safely leave the police station after all this... For the sake of bringing 
back live information to Ms. Kakoi (since that's the business-like deal we've struck), | need to 
safely exit this visiting room. 


"How about it, Mr. Yakusuke? First, | would like to hear your candid thoughts. As an expert, do 
you think that | am the perpetrator?" 


It's a difficult question to answer. 


First of all, | don't think Ms. Kyoko intends to adopt my opinion or even consider it—l understand 
that's not why | was summoned. 


But the thought that a master detective might seek hints from an assistant makes it impossible 
for me to dismiss her lightly. It's hard to imagine a scenario where | treat Ms. Kyoko with disdain, 
but anyway, | answered the question asked. 


"From various angles, suspicion certainly arises. However, at least the line of robbery-homicide 
seems thin, doesn't it...? Even if you had sneaked into the exhibition room, being found asleep 
there means, equals, you haven't stolen anything yet." 


"Like the perspective of a shrewd, corrupt lawyer." 
Officer Hidarui interjected. 


| only spoke what | thought after listening to the story, with no intention of picking apart the 
arrest suspicions, but it seemed like an excuse the policeman couldn't overlook. 


| was labeled corrupt. Corrupt. What a horrible term. 


"However, since the weapon, the blade, is part of the collected items, doesn't that establish the 
robbery charge against you, Ms. Kyoko, the moment you had it in your hand?" 


The conversation had taken a turn as if it were a courtroom battle, entirely ignoring the person in 
question—I'm far from being a corrupt lawyer, and Officer Hidarui is not a fierce prosecutor, but 
well, that's the theory. 


Still, if the exhibition room was a locked room and the items weren't taken from the scene, it 
remains an attempt—did it depend on their value? 


That sword-shaped old coin, its value notwithstanding—archaeologically or otherwise—, | can 
hardly imagine it's the priciest coin in a high-class vagabond's collection. Well, as Officer Hidarui 
pointed out, without needing to, this approach is like a prelude, or rather, a way to buy time to 
gather one's thoughts. 


"The task of proving that a certain person is not the perpetrator of a certain crime has a devil's 
proof quality to it, but here, conversely, we should consider what conditions are necessary to 
prove that Ms. Kyoko is innocent. What exactly makes Ms. Kyoko the primary... or rather, the 
sole suspect?" 


"What could it be, Mr. Detective?" 


Ms. Kyoko interjected with a lack of love, as if to mock my oratorical tone—she really is 
someone who lacks tension. 


"I'll have you know, the devil's proof is not a convenient excuse to escape to, okay? What | want 
to hear is the detective's proof—your Q.E.D., Detective." 


"One thing is..." 

| pressed on without minding her interruptions. | pushed forward. 

"One thing is, we don't know how you entered the Jukimoto residence—the mansion is always 
patrolled, so sneaking in would naturally raise suspicions of trespassing. But if it wasn't illegal 
entry, for instance, if as a detective, you were invited by Mr. Jukimoto to solve a certain case, 


that wouldn't be trespassing." 


The forgetful detective, with no ties to society, only connects with the world through clients—a 
continuation of this line of thinking. 


"Hmm, sounds a bit like a stretch." 


The one who said this, as if to pick a fault, was not Officer Hidarui but Ms. Kyoko herself—spare 
me, please. 


Aside from the detective-like oration, she may not fancy the "one thing is" style of 
all-encompassing deduction. Or perhaps, it's the use of her own techniques up close that 


becomes painfully obvious, even through acrylic glass. 


"But, if we assume there was an inside collaborator—if that collaborator was the master of the 
house, then that would explain how you eluded the police's eyes." 


"If | was formally invited, there would be no need to sneak around, right? | could just explain 
myself to the officer at the police box and enter through the front door." 


Ah. That's a good point. 


As | pondered why | had to be corrected by the person in question, | looked at Officer 
Hidarui—his face seemed to say, "don't look at me." Well, that's fair. 


But whether he's a villain at heart (or not a villain at all), 

"If Mr. Jukimoto was the client, considering he chose the strictly confidential Okitegami Detective 
Agency, we can assume he wanted to keep the request as secret as possible—from the live-in 
servants to the police officers guarding him. If he didn't want anyone to realize he had made a 
request, he might have secretly invited the detective without anyone noticing." 

Officer Hidarui provided an interpretation worthy of an expert. 

Bravo! If only he had shown such skill when he wrongfully arrested me! 

"In other words, conversely, if we can identify the nature of the request—if we can establish that 
Mr. Jukimoto was my client, then we can uncheck one of the checkboxes making me a suspect. 
Well, it's a bit of a stretch, but let's be generous. You were lucky I'm lenient, Mr. Yakusuke." 

Ms. Kyoko stood firmly in the judge's shoes. 

Is this person the axis of the earth or something? 

"What's the second point?" 

Prompted by the white-haired axis, | continued with my imitation of an exhaustive deduction. 
"The second point is, needless to say, the locked room—f two people were inside a locked 
exhibition room and one was murdered, the syllogism that the other person is the culprit seems 
simple and foolproof. However, considering that Ms. Kyoko has, up to now, broken open one or 


two hundred locked rooms, can we really say it's absolute?" 


If the exhibition room is no longer a sealed room, Ms. Kyoko would no longer be the sole 
suspect. 


"What about the weapon she was holding? How would you explain that?" 
This was a question from Officer Hidarui. 
From a legal battle, it seems to be turning into a brainstorming atmosphere—although we are 


separated by acrylic glass, it has become an unusual brainstorming session between me versus 
the suspect & the officer duo. 


"The weapon... the bloodstained weapon that Ms. Kyoko, who was found asleep, was holding, 
right? Yes, it is certainly suspicious. But, on the flip side, couldn't one also see it as someone 
else having forced it into the sleeping Ms. Kyoko's hand?" 


"Talking back and turning things around, Mr. Kakushidate, you don't miss a beat, do you?" 


It seems unlikely that I'll get any support from the person I'm defending—it's not that my 
imitation displeases her; she seems to be merely amused by the situation. 


I'm trying to turn things around here, while Ms. Kyoko isn't really helping. 
Compared to us suspects, Officer Hidarui was overwhelmingly serious. 


"Is it possible to make a sleeping person hold something...? It seems like if forced into their 
hand, they would drop it soon after." 


Sharp point. Probably sharper than the ancient coin that was the weapon—| don't know, I've 
never tried it, but indeed, it seems not so easy to get a sleeping person to hold something. It's 
risky as they might wake up, and unless it's tied with a string, deducing that the person gripped 
it by their own will seems plausible—no, that doesn't seem plausible either. Why would one 
have to sleep while tightly holding a weapon that connects oneself to a murder—or a robbery? 


She is the kind of person who is not afraid to step into the nauseatingly gruesome crime scenes, 
saying, ‘I'll forget about it tomorrow anyway’. 


| can vouch for that as an expert. | can stamp it with certainty. 
"In that case, you might as well consider why | was asleep just as much as why | was gripping 
the weapon," said Ms. Kyoko, hinting at something—but before | could ponder the meaning of 


her hint, the forgetful detective summarized my viewpoint in a single sentence. 


"So, Mr. Yakusuke, you place importance on the sealed nature of the entire mansion and the 
exhibition room in your deduction, correct?" 


"The so-called double locked room mystery. That's what you're suggesting is key." 
"Yes." 
A locked room watched by police officers and a locked room with a locked door. 


If these could be unlocked, then the current situation where Ms. Kyoko is the only suspect would 
be broken. 


However, my view on the case did not seem to receive a passing grade, and Ms. Kyoko pursed 
her lips, saying, 


"Your deduction is not quite there. Are you really a specialist on me?" 
And with that, | received a scathing assessment. 
As if disappointed, she exaggerated a big sigh. 


No, that was originally something Officer Hidarui had started—I looked his way, but Officer 
Hidarui was also looking away from me. 


Look at me, will you. 

But, as for this disappointment, it could be my responsibility... if | have failed to meet the 
expectations of Ms. Kyoko, my benefactor, then there is nothing more regrettable. Would it have 
been better to forgo twisting logic and simply declare passionately, "You are definitely innocent! 
Whatever happens, | am on your side!"? 

But if | were to stubbornly express an expert's opinion, that would have probably upset Ms. 
Kyoko even more... She is always on the lookout to see whether the other party is trustworthy. A 


detective who personifies the principle that "clients lie." 


By calling someone in the middle of the night and being coy about the main matter, she is 
judging whether | am worthy of trust—so far, it doesn't seem to be going very well. 


Certainly, though | might as well be said to be a follower of Ms. Kyoko to the point of 
subservience, it is not my intention to disappoint the Forgetful Detective (and the 'False 
Accusations Factory') by meekly returning home without showing what I'm capable of. 


To help a benefactor, one must have the qualifications. 


"lam an expert on you, you know. I'm planning to publish a book chronicling your exploits one of 
these days." 


"I'm afraid you wouldn't be an expert on me at that point..." 

True. I'd like to convey that to Ms. Kakoi, but she's a journalist, after all. 

"Let's show some evidence, then," | say. 

"| can accurately guess what you're thinking right now—and what you're about to say next." 


"More tricks?" 


Officer Hidarui muttered under his breath in a small voice, yet audible enough, sounding 
grumpy—it seems something had happened in the detention center. 


However, this offer seemed to have piqued the detective's curiosity, and Ms. Kyoko said, "That 
sounds interesting. Please proceed." 


| clear my throat. 


However, it's not too pretentious-it's just parroting ahead of the dialogue I've heard so many 
times before. 


"Right now, Ms. Kyoko, you're thinking this, and you're about to say—'l knew the truth of this..." " 
"'..Case from the very beginning.’ " 

The fastest detective indeed. 

She got ahead of my getting ahead. 

Ms. Kyoko smiled slyly, 

"Very well. | hereby acknowledge you as my expert, Mr. Yakusuke." 


And she nodded. 
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Officer Hidarui was astounded. 

(She knew the truth of the case from the beginning!?) 

This was unbelievable. 

What kind of understanding did these two share, separated by a sheet of acrylic glass—acting 
all high and mighty with that finger pointing? If she knew from the beginning, then the case 
should be solved already. Was that the secret note inside Ms. Kyoko's head—the kind of thing 
that couldn't be just a note anymore? 

Arriving at this point, he felt an unexpected sense of exclusion, but he had to question them. 


Depending on the circumstances, it might be necessary to transfer the young Kakushidate from 
the other side of the acrylic glass to this side. 


He might have to arrest him as an accomplice. 

Sensing the tense atmosphere, the young Kakushidate seemed to realize something and turned 
to Officer Hidarui, saying, "No, no, this is the usual! The familiar thing she always says! It's not 
really that she knew it from the beginning!" in a flustered attempt to explain—so that's what it 
was. 


It was the Forgetful Detective's catchphrase. 


‘If that's the case'—thought Officer Hidarui as he let his guard down, yet Ms. Kyoko seemed 
dissatisfied with such a "reveal." 


"Ha..." 


She sighed deeply, even larger than before—contrary to his intention, perhaps her 
disappointment in him had grown even more. 


"That's a low blow. You think I'm just reciting a cheesy line on cue?—Mr. Yakusuke, are you 
becoming an expert in being a know-it-all?" 


Harsh. 


Yet seeing the young Kakushidate's wry smile, Officer Hidarui thought that perhaps this too was 
part of the "usual," but Ms. Kyoko didn't back down. 


"Then I, for my part, will present evidence." 

Was she being stubborn? He thought, but she turned her back to him and without looking back, 
"Officer Hidarui. Well, it might be a bit early, but | shall fulfill our promise." 

"Promise?" 


"The promise to disclose a portion of what's in my head in exchange for all the investigation 
information—lI'll tell you what I've been hiding." 


Oh. 
After the feint, the real deal finally came—at last. 


It seemed there was no bluffing involved. As the specialist, or rather expert, had predicted, Ms. 
Kyoko did have a trump card up her sleeve. 


"Then, as Mr. Kakushidate pointed out, the memo you supposedly wrote wasn't just the one in 
your left arm, was it?" 


Trying not to appear too eager, for strategic reasons, he attempted to speak as calmly as 
possible, as if he had known it all along, but his voice betrayed his tension—in contrast, Ms. 


Kyoko remained utterly composed as she replied, 


"Strictly speaking, it wasn't left behind as written text. The dying message was from ‘yesterday's 
me." 


A dying message that wasn't written? Then what was it? 

Even the young Kakushidate seemed puzzled by this. 

"What do you mean by that, Ms. Kyoko?" 

The young Kakushidate leaned in, sensing that this was not her "usual" bluffing. 
"You're slow on the uptake, Mr. Yakusuke. Doesn't it click?" 

She sighed again, then hinted, 


"The answer to the question you've been pondering, 'why was | holding the murder weapon in 
my sleep?’ lies there." 


While she hinted, she pointed beyond the acrylic glass. However, this pointing missed its mark, 
and the young Kakushidate only looked confused, not returning the gesture. 


"...You mean to say the murder weapon was the dying message? The bloodied blade carried a 
message in itself...?" 


As he spoke, it seemed he realized that this was not the case, and Mr. Kakushidate fell 
silent—Officer Hidarui thought the same. 


If the murder weapon equaled information, there was no need to hold it in hand—it would draw 
attention regardless, as it was evidence. Yet, Ms. Kyoko, fated to lose her memory in sleep, 
stubbornly clutched that blade—clenched it in her right hand—her right hand? 

"...50, what you're saying is, it wasn't about the right hand but the left hand?" 


The young Kakushidate ventured timidly. 
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Ms. Kyoko replied, raising her open left hand high. 
That's it. 


When a magician shows his right hand, it's because he doesn't want you to pay attention to his 
left—the reason Ms. Kyoko was holding the bloody weapon in her right hand was simple: she 
didn't want the first person who found her or the police who would rush in to pay any attention to 
her left hand. 


That was the message. The dying message. 
The memo was indeed held in that hand. 


"Of course, | can't say the setup was perfect. If someone were to check the left hand just 
because the right was holding evidence, that would be the end of it. But, ‘yesterday's me’ must 
have judged that the impact of the blood-soaked blade would buy enough time until | woke up 
amid the commotion." 


It must have been a desperate last resort—Ms. Kyoko alternated her raised left hand between a 
fist, an open palm, and a scissors gesture. 


Officer Hidarui saw a suspect throwing a V-sign in the visitor's room for the first time. 


"A standard memo written on the skin with a pen could be seen by anyone while you're asleep... 
In contrast, if you're holding 'something' inside your hand, at least it won't be seen by others until 
| open my hand." 


With that much explanation, it was almost too clear—the problem was what that "something" 
was. It wasn't a written message on the palm, so—a letter, perhaps? No, that would be 
confiscated at the time of arrest anyway. 


Unlike the murder weapon, at the moment of awakening, it had to be something that could still 
be held in hand to be recognized as a dying message, an object X—indeed? 


Officer Hidarui swallowed hard and waited for Ms. Kyoko's next words, but she maintained her 
pose, with her left hand raised to the sky, and— 


"To begin with, it seems | didn’t have a pen—owing to being a forgetful detective, it’s my 
principle not to carry around a notebook or pen, or even a mobile phone, probably. Although 


there is the option to use the victim’s blood as a substitute for ink, that would be a bit much—" 


She went on with his tedious explanation. Tediously. 


(Hmm...?) 

She didn't seem like the fastest detective, just dragging the story out. 

Perhaps she wanted to keep certain information hidden from Officer Hidarui if possible? She 
had mentioned something about "disclosing a portion," with poor grace—it was high time she 
made up her mind. Maybe she wanted to disclose the contents of the "dying message" only to 
the expert, young Kakushidate, but that was not going to happen. 


Officer Hidarui had his own pride. A policeman's spirit. 


No matter how faint the voice she spoke in, he wouldn't miss a thing—what did "yesterday's Ms. 
Kyoko" try to convey to "today's Ms. Kyoko"? 


What was she grasping in her hand opposite the murder weapon? 

"Of course, when you found me, you might have focused on my right hand, but considering | 
usually write reminders on my left arm, | seem to have the habit of first paying attention to my 
left side when | wake up. Even if my memory is reset, physical habits are another matter—" 
Tedious. And persistent. 


How much longer did she plan to beat around the bush? 


It's like she was stalling a kidnapper on the phone while the police traced the call—a way to buy 
time, a misdirection— 


"Ah!" 

When a magician shows you his right hand, it's because he doesn’t want you to look at his 
left—so when she was showing his left hand, it's the right hand she wanted to divert attention 
from! Now, as she was raising his left hand in a 'V', what exactly was Ms. Kyoko doing with her 


right hand—it was too late. 


By the time Officer Hidarui circled around, Ms. Kyoko had already wiped the acrylic glass 
clean—she had been deliberately fogging it up with exaggerated sighs of disappointment. 


Before wiping it, of course. 
With her right index finger—she must have been writing a message. 


To the expert on the other side of the acrylic glass. 


(All this theatrical finger pointing could be a misdirection too—!) 


Just like high school sweethearts using a train window as a blackboard for wordplay, she was 
conveying "something" without letting Officer Hidarui know. 


(In this era of social media dominance, what an old-fashioned exchange—these guys!) 

So that was why Ms. Kyoko had insisted on meeting in the visitor room from the beginning—he 
hadn't thought it strange since it was the rule, but on reflection, a secret meeting in the detention 
center would have been more discreet... 

She wanted the glass. 

Using the acrylic glass, which was meant to separate suspects and visitors, as a message 
board—no wonder she never looked back at Officer Hidarui after a certain point. That wasn't a 
display of confidence but to hide the message being written on her back—from Officer Hidarui 
who, foolishly enough, hadn't been looking at her back but at the 'V' sign she was holding up all 
along. Maybe that hand gesture was exactly what it seemed. 

Victory. The detective's victory over the officer. 

"—Yakusuke Kakushidate!" 

As he glared, about to arrest him in anger, the young Kakushidate hurriedly stood up—of 
course, this must have been something Ms. Kyoko did on her own, but by not telling Officer 
Hidarui, they had established a complicit relationship. 

Perhaps realizing this, the youngster said, 

"E-Excuse me then, Ms. Kyoko—l'll take care of it by today!" 

And he rushed out of the visitor room as if escaping—rather, actually escaping. Officer Hidarui 
wanted to chase after him immediately, but now, the acrylic glass was fulfilling its original 
purpose. 

What about calling someone in—no, the visit wasn't official, he couldn't call for backup. The 
young warden who had escorted young Kakushidate to the visiting room had returned to his 
original post—repairing the forcibly opened cell of the detention area. 

"Yes. Please do your best to remember by the end of today, Mr. Yakusuke!" 


Ms. Kyoko sent such a cheer to the back of young Kakushidate, who was no longer in sight. 


(Do your best—?) 


What was it that he's supposed to be doing his best at? 

He betted he wasn't just running away because he was afraid of being arrested by Officer 
Hidarui. That young man—what on earth was he entrusted with by the forgetful detective? 

5 

So, once again, | found myself serving as the assistant to the forgetful detective—neither as an 
accomplice nor as an accessory, but as a detective's assistant, almost forcibly, while being 
pursued by the police. 


Towards the destination to which | flee at once after being entrusted with her message. 


Rather, the place | headed to single-mindedly is the home of the coin collector, Mr. Nick Munny 
(tentative)—the Jukimoto residence. 
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Ch 8: Kyoko Okitegami's Government Official 
Obstructing & Ch 9: Yakusuke Kakushidate's 
Trespassing Crime 


Officer Hidarui was more utterly dismayed than indignant—no, of course, at first, he was 
infuriated by the blatant act of betrayal by the forgetful detective, but after some time had 
passed and he had calmed down, he couldn't help but notice that the betrayal, which came with 
a sense of having been had, was utterly meaningless—in fact, counterproductive. 


It was like he hadn't been hoodwinked whatsoever. She was the one who fell for her own tricks. 
What was the point of making young Kakushidate run? 


Whatever message was passed through the acrylic glass, what on earth could he do?—Not 
trusting the police was understandable. Ever since its inception, the police are not always an 
organization that has been just and fair without ever engaging in any wrongdoing or mistakes. 


Indeed, whether guilty or innocent, it is risky to lay oneself bare to the very party that is 
detaining one's person—this is why the right to silence exists. Simply keeping one's mouth shut 
during an interrogation does not constitute a crime—if she didn't deem Officer Hidarui, or rather 
any officer, trustworthy, then that was fine. 


He couldn't blame her for that. 

The policemen were the fools for being deceived, like it happened in mystery novels. 

In the first place, it may seem that they treat everyone well, but in any case, they were ina 
position of public authority over a private detective who is a private citizen... It would be absurd 
to ask her to place their full trust in them. 

But still—what about entrusting matters to a visitor she had met for the "first time" instead? 
Indeed, he may be an expert on the forgetful detective, and in that respect, it seems that he has 
met Ms. Kyoko's standards, but even so, his true identity is currently that of a job-seeking young 


man. 


He's a nobody. 


That choice was unlike the forgetful detective, an unacceptable selection error—he supposed 
even the best made mistakes? 


"'Even the best make mistakes’? No, no, Officer Hidarui, this is more of a 'the best don't need 
fancy tools’ situation—and | have no intention of neglecting my promise with you. From my 


standpoint, this is a natural two-front operation." 


Ms. Kyoko, once again returned to her cell, was as unapologetic as ever—not only showing no 
signs of remorse, but seemingly even more at ease, perhaps due to having achieved her goal. 


Her attire was still that of a police uniform. 

It seemed like a bad joke, a police officer locked up in a cell, but how long would that last...? 
"Ms. Kyoko. Let me be clear—I can no longer cover for your actions." 

"Oh? Were you protecting me, Officer Hidarui? I'm sorry for causing nothing but trouble." 
Exactly. 

But he could no longer entertain such incessant banter—there were limits to everything. 

The forgetful detective had completely exceeded Officer Hidarui's patience—no, his discretion. 
"| took over this case from my predecessor for the sole reason that | had once worked with you 
on an investigation... Considering your past achievements, | intended to be as considerate as 
possible." 

"Achievements. | suppose there are such things, though I've forgotten them." 

"But it's no use now. It's impossible. From the regular time tomorrow morning, the investigation 
will likely be handed over to someone else—the time for jokes like in a mystery novel is over. 
You will come to understand that being a famous detective does not make you a privileged 
class—enjoy wearing your favorite costume for just a few more hours. You forget things when 
you sleep? Don't think the interrogation from here on out will let you get any rest." 

"Well, that's scary." 


It wasn't meant as a threat, but she showed no sign of fear—yet, as things stood, it was Officer 
Hidarui who felt guilty. Knowing what she was about to face, he was unable to do anything for 
her. 


Certainly, even as a False Accusations Factory, it can be said that it was malfunctioning—if only 
it were clear where young Kakushidate had fled to, and what mission he was entrusted with by 
the forgetful detective. If only he understood that much. 


For the time being, a young surveillance officer was sent to pursue him, but it was hard to 
believe he could catch up after such a delayed departure. 


"Oh, are you giving up, Officer Hidarui? That would be problematic." 
"Problematic? What's problematic?" 


"The saying ‘the best don't need fancy tools' implies ‘you use more than one'—while I've had Mr. 
Yakusuke run on one side, on the other, | need you, Officer Hidarui, to move as well, otherwise, 
| can't achieve my fastest." 


"The electric chair detective can be the fastest even while sitting. The reason | concealed the 
contents of the ‘thing’ | was holding in my left hand from you was to create an information 
disparity intentionally, because | wanted you to run in a different direction than Mr. Yakusuke—I 
need you to start running. Didn't | say? This is a two-front operation. Not to solve the two sealed 
rooms one by one, but to unlock them simultaneously." 


‘You won't make it in time by tomorrow morning.’ 


The fastest detective said so. 
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‘What's this two-front operation, it's nothing but a balancing act between two alternatives.’ 


While thinking so, Officer Hidarui, who was overwhelmed by a sense of powerlessness as if 
there was nothing else that could be done, got the hint that there was still work to be left undone 
and could not just sit idle—she could not feel content simply clinging to the bars of her cell until 
the time limit, whether patiently or helplessly. 


Unfortunately, it was unclear what the forgetful detective suggested to Officer Hidarui—she was 
trying to control them by deliberately not speaking much. By doling out information bit by bit, she 
attempted to dominate the interrogator. A truly terrifying suspect. 


However, it wasn't her intention from the start—it was certain that after the exchange with young 
Kakushidate, the strategy switched to this so-called two-front operation. 


If given the same amount of information, both Officer Hidarui and young Kakushidate might take 
the same actions, so by designing an information disparity appropriately, the plan was to make 
them run in different directions. Even taking the incredible risk of betraying the police, she chose 
a strategy with a higher success rate—but what does success mean in this case? 


Was it her own release? To bring about a non-prosecution? 


At the very least, to change the indictment content—or perhaps, to secure a suspended 
sentence? 


But, Miss Kyoko wasn't really talking about that stage... Whether she was serious when she 
said, "| don't plan on being indicted," or if it was already a tactic for the courtroom, she 
consistently seemed to be a detective who kept her eye solely on solving the case. 


If one were to take a cynical view, she might have forcibly obtained a request from Officer 
Hidarui to solve the case—then, the question becomes "For what purpose?" 


(I've fallen into a trap...) 


With a confused mind, Officer Hidarui decided to start with what he could do, what he hadn't 
done yet, and first checked the clothes and personal items that had been confiscated when Miss 
Kyoko was put into solitary confinement. 


Since Miss Kyoko wouldn't say clearly what she wants Officer Hidarui to do, what she wanted 
him to do, he had no choice but to not rely on her and do the obvious (although if she had said it 
clearly, he probably wouldn't want to do exactly as told, which makes one think that this was still 
playing into her hands). 


However, this check of personal items was not entirely a shot in the dark following the manual. It 
was an investigative action following the meeting with the forgetful detective and the 
specialist—although the crucial part was postponed, the hypothesis itself that "the weapon was 
held in the opposite hand to hide 'something' else" was worth listening to. 


A dying message from the person herself. 

If Ms. Kyoko had been found clutching "something" specific in her left hand when she was 
discovered, it would have been impossible for her to dispose of it—had she awoken surrounded 
by the police at that very moment, there would have been no chance to throw or hide it away. 
Literally, she would have had to keep it on her person at all times. 

She must have had no choice but to keep gripping it—that's why it could be said that the 


forgetful detective didn't resist and quietly allowed herself to be captured. Therefore, that dying 
message, or "physical evidence," should be considered amongst her possessions— 


(This is a forceful deduction befitting an "inept officer role,” but it's not without possibility.") 
However, the expectation was off the mark. 

Of course, if there had been anything overly suspicious, it would surely have been found during 
the body check, so it could be surmised that it was something trivial enough to be overlooked 
among other items unless the suspect was holding onto it at the murder scene. But before that, 
Ms. Kyoko didn't even have such a trivial item. 

It's fair to say she was arrested with almost nothing on her. 

Even a spy from a secret agency would be expected to have some personal items expressing 
their personality—a demonstration of her commitment to secrecy, perhaps the pinnacle of 
clandestine operation, the way of the forgetful detective. 

(It's not about not having a mobile phone or a notepad—it's beyond that level.) 

She had nothing but her clothes and cash. 

Even the clothes, while certainly fashionable, when disassembled and viewed individually, were 
just ready-to-wear items available anywhere globally—nothing limited edition that could be 
traced back to a specific location and time. Even the tags had been removed carefully, not to 
make it difficult to know how to wash them, one would think. 

As for cash, the absence of even a wallet was telling—only some bills secured by a money clip 
and a bit of change were in her skirt pocket. The amount wasn't much—but enough for a person 
to live on for a day. The inclusion of a small amount of foreign currency could be interpreted as 
preparation to flee abroad if necessary... a sign of thorough caution. 

The choice of euros over dollars was intriguing. 


Or it could simply be leftover change from a job in Europe. 


("It feels like she trusts nothing but money and fashion... trying to exchange information on 
equal terms with such a person was always going to be difficult.") 


This approach was a miss. 
Probably, it was something that wouldn't have seemed out of place discarded along the way. 
A wasted effort—but fine, wasting effort is the officer's forte. An officer earns their keep on foot. 


Snooping around at the crime scene—now, should one head to the Jukimoto residence, the 
murder scene? It was an ungodly hour of night, but Officer Hidarui could only handle this case 


until tomorrow morning. Even without being a forgetful detective, a time limit was set—he 
couldn't afford to dilly-dally. 


Yes, and if young Kakushidate, who dashed out of the police station, was heading anywhere, 
could it be the Jukimoto residence? 


Once that intuition popped up, he couldn't think of any other way. 


The imprisoned forgetful detective, who couldn't inspect the scene (electric chair detective), 
must have dispatched her own specialist to the site—if so, he could catch up. 


He might be able to arrest him—though it was a gray area (if one thought calmly, on what 
charges could he make the arrest?). 


He no longer believed he could get Ms. Kyoko to talk, but he doubted that young man could 
maintain a high level of secrecy... "Officer Hidarui arresting Yakusuke Kakushidate" might not go 
according to the forgetful detective's plan, but with no leads, it seemed there was no choice but 
to proceed. 


Attempting to resolve two locked rooms simultaneously was, after all, reckless— 


() 


If the message written with a finger on the acrylic glass was what led young Kakushidate to the 
Jukimoto residence, then the locked room he was entrusted with must be the one inside—the 
locked room of the exhibition hall. 


For if there existed a locked room that could be solved by something she was clutching in her 
left hand, that would be the only option—"yesterday's Ms. Kyoko,” being a detective bound by 
the absolute confidentiality of her forgetfulness, would not disclose the contents of the request, 
no matter the form, if the reason she could enter the Jukimoto residence without being detected 
by the police box officer or the patrolling patrol car was "because the victim was the client." 


Not even to the police, nor to the expert. 


Thus paradoxically, it could be interpreted that what was entrusted to the young Kakushidate 
was the locked room of the exhibition hall—by process of elimination, the locked room that 
Officer Hidarui was entrusted with was outside. Namely, proving that Mr. Misue Jukimoto, the 
host, was the client who secretly invited Ms. Kyoko into his house—if one were to be greedy, to 
know even the content of the request. 


If one could know. 


It was natural to expect no cooperation as it would go against the ethical code of the forgetful 
detective. 


Although doubts remained, there were things that could be done before heading to the Jukimoto 
residence... If Kakushidate was indeed headed to the Jukimoto residence, he would not be able 
to break through the police protection... the very first layer of the locked room. 


Especially not in the security arrangements immediately following a murder—if he could breach 
that, he could no longer be called a victim of false accusation. 


| managed to breach it. 


Of course, it was thoughtless—urged by Ms. Kyoko, | ran headlong to the Jukimoto residence, 
but unfortunately, | had no idea how to sneak into the grounds protected by public authority. 


No ideas and no plans. 


Even the fastest detective had limited information that could be transmitted in that instant when 

exploiting a gap presented by Officer Hidarui standing right behind—no, perhaps that's not quite 
right. If she had wanted to, Ms. Kyoko could have provided much more specific hints—or rather, 
even the outright solution to me or even Officer Hidarui in that meeting room. 


"| knew the truth of this case from the very beginning"—that "usual" is indeed always the 
"usual," but speaking as an expert, when Ms. Kyoko utters that phrase, it's almost certain that 
she hadn't "known from the beginning" (including my retort of "Why lie?" as part of our standard 
assistant banter), yet, by the time she utters that phrase, the mystery is almost certainly already 
solved. 


She had already reached the truth of the case even if she didn't know from the star-—so why 
not disclose it? 


Because even if she lectured on the "truth of the matter" in the locked room of the police station, 
there's a risk it could be covered up—looking back in history, indeed, such miscarriages of 
justice have occurred frequently, so this concern is not unfounded. That's why she called me, a 
third party, as a witness—and after judging whether | could be trusted, she sent me running. 


To solidify evidence. 


At least to the extent that he was worth sending, Yakusuke Kakushidate had been trusted by 
Ms. Kyoko... let's be genuinely pleased about that. 


But Ms. Kyoko's caution knew no bounds. 

| did head towards the Jukimoto residence, but | had no assurance that this action was correct... 
she was aware of even the uncertainty of passing the message through acrylic glass with her 
back turned to Officer Hidarui, and therefore, she did not directly write what the "something" she 
was holding in her left hand was. 

It was encrypted. 

Specifically, like this. 

"4234" 


Ms. Kyoko had written with her index finger on the glass fogged by her own breath, it was just 
these four digits—1234? 


However, Officer Hidarui noticed surprisingly quick. 

Perhaps Ms. Kyoko was forced to wipe the acrylic glass while she was in the middle of 
writing—so it's not necessarily "four digits," it might be part of a five-digit number, but in this 
case, in this turn of events, the "sequence of numbers" clearly suggested something. 

A PIN code. 

Probably, of the exhibition room in the Jukimoto residence, which is the murder scene. 

Of course, "1234" is considered, along with birthdays and phone numbers, to be a classic 
example of a "number that shouldn't be used as a PIN code," so there is a need to further 
optimize this number using some sort of equation—for that, one would actually need to see the 
door of the exhibition room that had been pried open. 


A crime scene investigation. 


...Up to this point, | could guess from the (one-sided) communication with Ms. Kyoko, but as for 
how to enter the exhibition room, | was at a dead end. 


What am | supposed to do, | thought. 

The exterior of the double-locked room was an insurmountable wall for me—patrols and police 
boxes are too incompatible with a young man who is prone to false charges. Just by 
approaching, | might be arrested, and if Officer Hidarui, who is on my trail, has made contact, | 


could be on a wanted list. Bulletins might be circulating. 


But | can't afford to relax either. 


| can't imagine the oh-so-blatantly-rebellious Ms. Kyoko will be able to enjoy her colorful dress 
changes for long, and if Officer Hidarui is coming after me (or has sent pursuers), | need to 
achieve my goal quickly or else I'll be caught. 


Arrested. 


| know myself. If asked what Ms. Kyoko told me, | would end up telling, especially if it's Officer 
Hidarui asking. 


Ultimately, that may be unavoidable, but it's not necessarily true that Ms. Kyoko hasn't fully 
disclosed information because "she can't completely trust the police while she's captive," so | 
want to hold out as long as possible. 


If the forgetful detective has a plan—before she forgets her idea, | have to do everything | can. 
...Well, since a lot of the information given to me is redacted, it could simply be that Ms. Kyoko 
doesn't trust anyone, smiling all the while—I haven't even been told what the specific, physical 
"something" that represents "1234" is. 

It's something that fits in the palm of Ms. Kyoko's hand, probably something that wouldn't seem 
suspicious even if she had it (or even if it was confiscated during an inspection of her 
belongings)... or perhaps something that could be tossed aside and could blend in without 
looking out of place... 

| wonder if it will become clear eventually. 

Or maybe that's something Officer Hidarui is supposed to investigate—it's clear to an expert that 
Ms. Kyoko, while not completely opening up to Officer Hidarui, still places a certain amount of 
trust in him. 

She's not just handling him skillfully, there's a role she's entrusting him with. 

Division of labor. 

Rather, it seems like the entire job has been divided up and distributed in such a way that no 
individual member can understand exactly what they are doing—it's completely the method of a 


secret organization. 


Considering the risk of being implicated in a terrible crime, it was no longer possible to rely on 
Ms. Toshiko Kakoi, the neutral and impartial journalist. 


After all, | can't make her an accomplice to illegal trespassing. 


So, after pinning down the address of the Jukimoto residence (this level of investigation was 
within my capabilities—using residential maps), | rushed over, but now I'm completely stuck. 


Being stuck, however, was but a fleeting experience. 


"Excuse me. You wouldn't happen to be Mr. Yakusuke Kakushidate, would you? I'd like you to 
come with me for a moment." 


And so, as | stood immobilized, failing to conceive of any means to climb the mountain—no, the 
wall of reality, | was approached with such an invitation—I thought it was over for me. 


Despite my efforts to maintain a more than adequate distance from the Jukimoto estate to avoid 
being discovered, | had evidently still underestimated my own propensity for wrongful 
accusation—I| must have been spotted by the officer from the police box or perhaps one on a 
routine late-night patrol, unrelated to the crime scene. Despair set in as | realized that being 
discovered meant being unable to move for hours. Yet, contrary to my fears, that was not the 
case. 


The voice that addressed me from behind belonged, quite unexpectedly, to an elderly woman in 
a plain kimono—she was so diminutive that she might have been half my height. 


Nonetheless, | couldn't let my guard down just because she was an old lady. She didn't seem to 
be a police officer, but only recently | had let my guard down with a "kind-looking old man" and 
had a terribly rough experience—I am not a detective who can forget such troubles. There's no 
logic in feeling relieved just because the old man was replaced by an old woman. 


However, this old lady was not the "kind-looking old woman" type—she looked me over 
suspiciously, as if appraising me from head to toe. 


It must have been quite the task to scrutinize me so thoroughly. 


Then, as if on a whim, the old lady pivoted on her heel and began striding away—with surprising 
agility for her small frame, it was like she was sprinting down a highway. 


Oh, was | supposed to follow her? 

Normally, one wouldn't simply accompany an old lady who approached them out of the blue in 
the middle of the night; it would be out of the question, whether one believed in urban legends 
or not. Yet, she had called out my name. 


Yakusuke Kakushidate. 


Even | couldn't believe it was a case of mistaken identity. 


It was clear that if | remained rooted to the spot, it would only be a matter of time before | did 
indeed attract the unwelcome attention of the police. Besides, | was desperate for 
something—anything—to happen. So, | followed the brisk steps of the old lady, hunching over 
like a stooped cat. 


As we moved, skirting widely around the front of the Jukimoto house, the old lady said, "| am 
Kotomi. Kotomi Kudahara. I've served as the young master's nursemaid." 


Nursemaid? 
That's a title one doesn't come across often in modern times—it demands classical knowledge. 
Is it something akin to a modern-day babysitter? But the term "young master"—what? 


While | was still slow to catch up, the old woman—the housekeeper Kudahara—had led me 
around to the back of the Jukimoto estate. 


Then she said, 
"Those who are involved have to enter through this back door." 


The housekeeper Kudahara slid what seemed like just another part of the wall to the 
side—revealing a hidden door. 


| was speechless. 

This was less of a back door and more of a secret passage—a direct challenge to those of us 
who often engaged in spirited discussions about locked-room mysteries, including detectives, 
police officers, and experts, as if mocking us with a nose-thumbing reveal. 

A secret passage. 

That's a forbidden tactic if ever there was one. 

But belatedly, | also came to understand the old lady's true identity. She wasn't simply a 
nursemaid—she was the first person to discover the incident at the Jukimoto estate, the "nanny" 
or "housekeeper." 


"Housekeeper." 


Like "nursemaid," it was a title that screamed of a respectable household—a title so imposing it 
could make one feel intimidated. 


And to me, feeling intimidated, 

"Hurry up and get in. You don't care if you get found, do you?" she said, having already crawled 
to the other side of the wall, beckoning me with a brusque gesture—her attitude didn’t convey 
much of a sense of respectability, but then again, being ushered in through the back door meant 
| was not exactly a "guest." 

But then, why does the old woman beckon me? 

| can understand the reason she found me before the policeman—I thought | was careful not to 
approach the mansion too closely, but from the second or third floor, my position must have 
been easier to spot, as it was more exposed from their vantage point. 


For starters, my large frame is not suited for stealth. 


Yet, despite the suspicious nature of my presence, she did not report me to the nearby officer. 
Instead, she saw fit to invite me into the mansion. Her intentions were beyond my grasp. 


And then, how did she know my name? 

That's where the crux of the matter lies. 

Could it be that Officer Hidarui directly contacted the mansion about me? That a suspicious 
character named Yakusuke Kakushidate was heading their way—such a report would be 
expected, but no, even if that were the case, it should be the sturdy policemen apprehending 
me, not a frail old lady. 

There's a saying that one cannot catch a tiger cub without entering the tiger's den, but | 
hesitated to leap into this loophole—damn, if it were Ms. Kyoko, the fastest detective, she 


wouldn't hesitate at a place like this. 


While | stood there, frozen with embarrassment, the housekeeper Kudahara, as if unable to 
bear looking at me, shrugged his shoulders and said, 


"I've heard about you from the young master. | won't harm you. | won't bite, so hurry up—partner 
of the Forgetful Detective." 


Heard from the young master? 


Not from Officer Hidarui? 


In this context, "young master" can only refer to the victim, the high-class idler, the coin collector 
Misue Jukimoto, but... he knew about me, the one who had been calling him by the name Nick 
Munny until just a moment ago? 


As the partner of the Forgetful Detective? 


The mystery only deepened, but having been told this, as a professional, it seemed | had no 
choice but to accept the invitation. 


That’s how | managed to breach the impregnable security—the first locked room had to be 
breached. However, it remains unknown what kind of request Mr. Jukimoto has made to the 
Forgetful Detective. 

| doubted the old woman luring me would readily disclose that... As for me, already preoccupied 
with the second locked room, the exhibition room case, | could only wish that Officer Hidarui 


would handle it. It was an incredibly convenient thought. 


The future was unreadable. 
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It seemed he was beginning to understand. 

To say that the diligent investigation he conducted as a police officer was fruitful would be an 
overstatement. It was more like a haphazard, hit-or-miss affair, which was probably much closer 


to the truth. 


It wasn’t the comprehensive reasoning of the Forgetful Detective, but it could be said that this 
was proof that Officer Hidarui was being manipulated by her. 


He didn't even want to think about it. 

What he did was simple: he made a single phone call—after completing the seemingly futile 
task of reexamining the confiscated possessions of the suspect, Officer Hidarui had an 
epiphany, a reverse approach. 

Not what you have, but what you don't have. 

...Of course, Kyoko Okitegami, putting spies to shame, could be said to have almost nothing on 


her. She had only cash, no cell phone, no notepad—a stoic existence. But then again, Officer 
Hidarui realized it was strange that "that" was missing. 


At least on previous investigations together—when the false arrest of the young Kakushidate 
occurred, the Forgetful Detective had "that." 


Her own business card. 

Officer Hidarui remembered receiving the politely offered card from her. 

(...) 

What it meant that there were no business cards among the confiscated items—whether she 
had run out or had intentionally not carried them—remained unclear as Officer Hidarui hurried 


back to his desk. 


He wasn't particularly good at keeping things, nor was he skilled at organizing—so the business 
card he received back then should still be shoved in a drawer somewhere. 


There it was. 

"Okitegami Detective Agency, Director" 

"Kyoko Okitegami" 

And the powerful catchphrase, "We solve any case in one day!" (Though, more accurately, it 
should be, "If it can be solved in a day, we'll take any case!"), along with the address and 
contact information. 

Namely, the phone number. 

Logically, calling this number was absurd. After all, the person on the card was currently 
confined in an underground detention cell, so no one would be there to pick up the phone. It 
wasn't just pointless; it was a waste of time. Especially when there was so little time left before 


his deadline, it would be nothing but a reckless expenditure of the remaining time. 


It hardly seemed like something the master detectives of old would do, but Officer Hidarui still 
pulled out his mobile phone and dialed the number—half-expecting something to happen. 


And indeed. 
"Yes, this is the Okitegami Detective Agency. Kyoko is not available at the moment." 
A response came after just one ring—whether it was the expected one is another matter. 


"U—Um." 


For a moment, he thought he had reached an answering service, but no, the voice was live, not 
a "message itself." 


However, it wasn't Ms. Kyoko's voice. Not even a woman's voice. 
It was a man's voice, and a low one at that. 


"If you have an inquiry, please call back later. If it's urgent, we can call you back if you provide 
us with a number where you can be reached without inconvenience." 


If Officer Hidarui was rough and rugged, then the person on the other end of the line had an 
image of integrity and sincerity—almost someone you'd instinctively want to rely on. 


"I-It is urgent—there's no time to wait for a call back." 

Who could this person be? It was clear that he worked at the Okitegami Detective Agency—but 
could there really be someone who efficiently worked under the tough Ms. Kyoko? Even the 
young Kakushidate, who seemed so captivated by the forgetful detective, kept a certain 


distance in that sense— 


(It's certain he's not a Watson or a Hastings—the forgetful detective doesn't have a permanent 
assistant. If so...) 


Could it be someone in the role of a Mrs. Hudson or a Miss Lemon? Both were women, but that 
didn't mean a man couldn't fill their shoes. 


"Hmm. As | mentioned, Kyoko is currently out on a job—ah, no." 

For some reason, the person on the other end hesitated. 

Then he continued. 

"A job—may not be the right word for it, but she is out, and until she returns, | can't assist you." 
The officer knew that. She was currently lounging in an underground cell. 


But surely, that wasn't what he meant by "may not be the right word for it"—so what did he 
mean? 


He felt like | had a lead. 


"Excuse me. | am Officer Hidarui from the Chikumagawa Police Department's First Investigative 
Division." 


Once grasped, he wouldn't let go—so to avoid arousing suspicion and having the call 
disconnected, Officer Hidarui introduced himself. He hadn't really been expecting a 
self-introduction from the other party, but, 


"How very polite of you, thank you. | apologize for my rudeness. | am the personal bodyguard 
for Kyoko, my name is Oyagiri, the Security Chief." 


There it was, him introducing himself. 


Security Chief—well, that made sense. It was more convincing than an assistant, landlord, or 
secretary. 


For the enigmatic forgetful detective, the existence of appropriate security was not at all odd. 
So, it was a man entrusted with looking after the place. 

"However, Officer Hidarui, as I've said before, Kyoko is currently—" 

Perhaps interpreting it as a request for investigative cooperation from the police, the owner of 
the honest and sincere voice—the Security Chief Oyagiri—spoke with a sense of regret. While 
he seemed apologetic, his stubbornness was unwavering, something that the young men in 
charge of detention cell surveillance could well take a lesson from. 

"No, it's not that—" 


There, hesitation set in. 


Naturally, since the miraculous connection had been made, Officer Hidarui had thought to ask 
the Security Chief Oyagiri for information at this juncture. 


In plain terms, he had considered asking for help. 

Desperately—but whether it was appropriate to inform this bodyguard that the detective now 
known as the Forgetful Detective was currently under arrest on suspicion of robbery and murder 
was something he couldn't quite decide. 

Such an admission might only serve to harden the already steadfast attitude of his listener. 

As for the security of Ms. Kyoko, it was impossible to think that they would be content with her 


current state of confinement within a cage—a sad reality that he was not confident he could 
convey effectively. 


In fact, it was cooperation he sought to prevent such a situation from occurring... but was there 
a way to extract the details of the job that Ms. Kyoko seemed to have been working on from this 
bodyguard? 

This wasn't an inquiry—no, this was an interrogation in its own right. 

Over the phone, the difficulty level soared. 


(Leave it to chance, or blurt out whatever comes to mind—) 


"Currently, | would like to inquire about a matter regarding a request from Mr. Misue Jukimoto, 
which the Forgetful Detective was investigating, which is why | have called you,” 


Officer Hidarui started. 

More a bluff intermingled with half-truths than anything else. 

"Ms. Kyoko requested me for investigative cooperation on this matter—" 

This was not exactly a lie, but it was certainly not the whole truth either. The correct situation 


was that despite having arrested her for "that matter," it was him who was asking her for 
"investigative cooperation," a tangled, strange circumstance. 


There was no immediate response from the Security Chief Oyagiri. 

Perhaps it was a naive attempt. 

No, considering the nature of the Okitegami Detective Agency, which strictly adhered to 
confidentiality, even the dedicated bodyguard might not be entirely aware of Ms. Kyoko's work. 
More likely than not, this was almost certainly the case. 

Then, even clinging to this fragile thread, he might not be able to reach the relationship between 
the victim and the suspect—just as he came to this realization, the phone was abruptly 


disconnected with, "Please hold. | will call you right back." 


Call back? What could have happened? Did some mail arrive, at this late hour—before he could 
wonder further, true to the word, the phone rang promptly. 


However, it wasn't Officer Hidarui's mobile phone that rang, but the landline installed at the 
desk. 


Ah, he understood. 


It was a matter of verifying identity—indeed, simply saying "| am Officer Hidarui from 
Chikumagawa Division 1" over the mobile phone number without showing a police badge could 
be dubious, with no bluff or truth, all questionable. 

So, if he could immediately answer the incoming call on this landline, a certain level of credibility 
could be established. The person responsible for the Forgetful Detective's security, the one 
entrusted with her absence, seems to be quite sharp... Acknowledging his cleverness, Officer 
Hidarui picked up the receiver. 

"Hello, this is Officer Hidarui from Chikumagawa Division 1." 


"...Yes. This is Oyagiri." 


Officer Hidarui, having reintroduced himself, was met with a response from the Security Chief 
Oyagiri after a brief pause—a pause that was somewhat unnatural. 


(Could it be that they connected to a computer for voiceprint verification, and determined that it 
was the same person as before...?) 


It was entirely plausible, not something that could be easily dismissed—there seemed to be no 
such thing as going too far in protecting the secret-keeping Forgetful Detective. With this in 
mind, Officer Hidarui almost gave up on the idea of extracting the desired information from his 
counterpart, and began to devise his next strategy in his head, but— 


"So, it was about the request from Mr. Misue Jukimoto, wasn't it? Then, | will inform you now, 
are you ready with a notepad at hand?" 


The chief of security said. 
Inform? Ready with a notepad? 


Far from being ready, that unprepared remark made him panic—instinctively, he blurted out 
something unnecessary, "I-ls that alright to ask?" 


"Yes." 
However, the Security Chief Oyagiri seemed nonchalant. 


"I'll probably be fired for this, but please don't mind. My job is to be fired." 


"No, maybe my job starts when | get fired. Anyway, what should be secured is not my position 
but Kyoko's safety." 


That level of loyalty, a bit too dangerous, couldn't possibly arise in a modern democratic nation... 
It became increasingly difficult to convey that Ms. Kyoko was now locked behind bars. If Officer 
Hidarui wasn't careful, it could put him in danger. 


Nevertheless, it seemed that the other party already understood that the situation was anything 
but ordinary—did that mean they had a premonition that something like this could happen? 


"Moreover, as you may be aware, the fact that | know means that what | am about to discuss is 
not a secret at all. If that's still alright with you." 


"O-Of course, that's fine. By all means—" 


"The honorable Jukimoto family's Mr. Misue Jukimoto had requested Kyoko to assist with his 
collection." 


Quick and straightforward, without making a big deal out of it, but in stark contrast to the 
impatient Officer Hidarui, the Security Chief Oyagiri said that—a collection? 


Ah, the victim also had a facet as a coin collector, that's right... 


Although it was mentioned offhandedly, thinking about it, that was the only conceivable content 
of the request. 


Until now, he had somehow assumed that the Forgetful Detective only dealt with criminal cases, 
but she wasn't a detective from the criminal department. If her job was to conduct general 
investigations, then just like searching for people or pets, looking for a rare coin would also be 
part of a detective's work. 


It was strange that he hadn't thought of it until now, but, the content of the request, for Officer 
Hidarui, wasn't that important—odd to ask, but the main point is "to prove that there was a 
request from the victim to the suspect," and that would be perfect. 


With this, the first locked room is as good as breached. 


It wasn't that difficult to crawl inside a house, past the police boxes and patrols, if she counted 
with guidance from the owner of the house, that is. 


(Well, there probably isn't a back door or secret passage—) 


It was natural for Mr. Jukimoto to act in such a sneaky manner. 

After all, it was about his life's joy, his collection. As a high-class idler and a celebrity in that field, 
just the slightest information about "what he is looking for" or "what he has obtained" could 
cause quite a stir. 

Hence the Forgetful Detective. 

Not having a business card was to ensure confidentiality...? 

A secret meeting in a locked room. 

(It seems I'm starting to understand—) 

Officer Hidarui finally felt like a piece of the puzzle had fit into place, 

"However, this is just the official request." 

The Security Chief Oyagiri continued. 


"The truth lies elsewhere." 


Elsewhere? 


5 
The truth seems to lie elsewhere. 


Given the current situation—or rather the abnormality—it's not common for an ordinary person 
like me, unlike a high-class idler, to set foot in such a lavish mansion. 


When | first glimpsed the exterior, | thought it resembled a mansion straight out of a mystery 
novel, but once | snuck in through the back entrance, it transcended such boundaries, 
appearing more like a palace worthy of World Heritage status. The walls, ceilings, staircases, 
and banisters, which should have been dulled by history, somehow shone with splendor. It 
housed a fireplace and billiards table that were definitely not merely ornamental, and everything 
carried a dignified, vintage air. 


Indeed, according to the story told by the housekeeper Kudahara, it seemed to be a historical 
building relocated from overseas—"so don't touch anything carelessly," | was sharply warned, 
leaving me feeling cautioned. However, there was an elevator installed beside the staircase, 
and high-tech air purifiers were placed here and there, suggesting that parts of the mansion had 
been modernized. 


The corridor walls were adorned with portraits. 


There were several portraits lined up, and at first, | thought they were honoring the ancestors of 
the affluent Jukimoto family. But apparently, all the paintings depicted the same person at 
different stages of their life. Following the old woman leading me and tracing the progression of 
the paintings along the hallway, the final picture of a robust man in his forties seemed to confirm 
that these were portraits of Mr. Misue Jukimoto, the master of the mansion who had been 
murdered this time. 


Of course, being paintings, they were somewhat idealized, but he was a strikingly handsome 
man that one could not help but admire. 


Perhaps it was the manifestation of his family's heritage, suggesting the demeanor of a 
medieval noble. 


Starting as | had with the pseudonym Nick Munny, and even after learning his real name, | 
remained vaguely lost in thought about the "victim of the crime," whose real image had finally 
become visually clear to me—as | held my breath, | couldn't help but feel a sense of unease. 


Hmm. 


Well, it's fine, it's a personal freedom, but to line up portraits of oneself at different ages in one's 
own hallway, what kind of self-consciousness is that...? 


It's a sensibility difficult to comprehend for the average person. 


If | had to put it into words, it would be profound yet seemingly fraught with darkness... and yet 
somehow, it felt superficial. 


"What's the matter? In this room. Let's talk here, won't you come in?" 


As | momentarily paused, an edgy voice from the old woman ahead cut through the 
air—perhaps she had sharply picked up on my unintended critical impression of the "young 
master." 


Seizing what | deemed an opportunity, | had plunged into the mansion, but on reflection, this 
grandmother was the first to discover the incident—essentially, she was the one responsible for 
having Ms. Kyoko arrested. 


From her perspective, she probably thought of the "young master" whom she had raised from 
childhood as having been "killed by Ms. Kyoko" and somehow regarded me as his "partner." 
She had said she didn't intend to bite me, but considering the circumstances, it wouldn't be 
strange if she were to dispense "revenge" here. 


Trembling involuntarily, | glanced back and surveyed my surroundings, but it seemed that there 
was no one else in the mansion. Apparently, the policy was not to let police officers 
inside—conversely, this implied that the mansion was a lawless domain, if not extraterritorial. 


Once inside a locked room, everything that happened would remain within—had | been too 
careless? 


If she was a nursemaid, she was like family. 


Even if Ms. Kyoko were guilty, becoming a victim of vigilante justice by the victim's family would 
be like an injustice in itself—or perhaps, a partner is also considered family? 


That's what concerned me. If that were clear, | wouldn't have entered such an enigmatic sealed 
room, like an abode of demons—why did the "young master" know about me? 


Left wondering, the room | was led to on the third floor seemed to be a parlor. In modern terms, 
it would be called a guest house—like a hotel room. This wasn't to treat me as a guest but 
rather to guide me to the most inconspicuous room at the back—out of sight of the police 
officers outside the mansion. 


"I've nothing to offer you, but that's not a problem, is it? You didn't come here just to drink tea, 
did you?" 


The housekeeper Kudahara said so, and took a seat on a chair surrounding the thick 
table—bewildered, | too sat down on the chair opposite her. 


True, | hadn't come for tea, but | couldn't help but hold my breath. 

What's about to begin here? | need to prepare for the worst-case scenario. 

Though it feels as if the situation is already quite terrible. 

"Hmph. Just as the young master said, you're like a bundle of suspicious behavior, aren't you?" 
My timid demeanor only drew out her disdain, which she didn't bother to hide—feeling like | was 
bullied by an old lady after being duped by an old man in France, and then there was that 
"young master" once again. 

Why would a scion, whom I've never met, whose noble countenance | hadn’t known until just a 
moment ago, whose name | didn’t know an hour before, and whose very existence | was 


unaware of half a day ago, be evaluating me? And so harshly at that—was | really such a 
well-known figure? 


Things just don’t add up. 


Assuming Mr. Jukimoto was Ms. Kyoko's client, and in making some kind of request, he 
investigated the credibility of the forgetful detective (if he investigated the detective herself 
before requesting the investigation), well, is it any wonder that |, as a regular customer, 
emerged...? 


Even if the detective agency strictly upholds confidentiality, a special regular like me stands out. 
Even if Ms. Kyoko's guard is impenetrable, information leaks from other peripheries. After all, |, 
the party concerned, remember the details of the cases I’ve asked her to forget, and it's not 
unheard of for me to accidentally share those stories with a friend. And that friend might blurt it 
all out to another friend. Hence, even if they can't probe into the details of the request, 
investigating about me, the client, is possible—but still, that would be an incredibly difficult 
investigation, wouldn't it? 


For such an investigation, one would need to hire another detective—a task that would 
doubtless be extensive, and here | am, in such a mansion, perhaps the money here is indeed 
inexhaustible... 

Moreover, the fact that they see me not just as a "regular client" but as a "partner" suggests that 
they might even be probing into the content of my requests. For example, take the recent events 


in France... no. 


Regardless of how or why I'm evaluated by anyone—even if it's with a prejudice akin to a false 
accusation—right now, in this situation, there are words that | absolutely must say. 


Whatever happens, or whatever is done to me, it all starts here. 
"_..First of all," 
"Hm?" 


"First of all, that is... my condolences. About Mr. Misue Jukimoto, it must have been very 
distressing for you." 


| said it. That's where it starts. 


Honestly, | couldn't say whether it was even appropriate to say such things given the 
circumstances, but regardless, someone has died. No matter what kind of person they were or 
how they were regarded, | couldn't neglect that—especially since the woman sitting in front of 
me, spouting bitterness, was just like family to the "young master" who had just passed away. 


She couldn't possibly be in a normal state of mind, and it would be strange if she were—except 
for someone like me, prone to wrongful accusations, or Ms. Kyoko and Officer Hidarui, who 
consider it their trade, for ordinary people, an "incident" is in itself a serious affair. 


Especially a robbery-homicide. 


Shouldn't | be more forgiving of her bitterness and contrariness? On reflection, "suspect the first 
discoverer" is an incredibly insensitive phrase. 


Yet, perhaps it was misguided to prioritize etiquette in such a tense situation, as the 
housekeeper Kudahara seemed taken aback, showing a bewildered expression. 


And then, with a look of amazement that might just as well have been mockery, she said bitterly, 
"That's the first time I've ever been told that, such empty pleasantries." 


The tone of his words suggested not so much amazement as scorn. 

Even though speaking out of turn is just part of my nature and | can't avoid doing so, 

"...? The first time?" 

That part didn't sit right with me. 

No, that can't be right. 

It's not like Mr. Jukimoto, the victim, was a hermit cut off from the world, so there should have 
been at least someone to express condolences for his untimely death—even if the police hadn't 
released any information to the press, word would have gotten out to those close to him... 

...Or had it not gotten out, but rather, he had no one? 


No close acquaintances? 


As that thought dawned on me, | suddenly realized that there was no one else inside the 
mansion—I became aware of the strangeness of that fact. 


It's understandable that the police were not stationed inside the house—but in such 
circumstances, shouldn't the victim’s family have rushed over, no matter what? Far from being a 
recluse without kin, he came from a distinguished, well-established family, founders of a 
mega-bank—no. 


Feigning ignorance would only be cruel at this point. 


I've never held a good impression of titles such as high society idlers, playboys, hobbyists, or 
collectors—even if his relatives thought less of him for it, | had no right to frown upon it. 


Far from offering condolences. 

Even if they were relieved at his death—thinking this way, | realized that there should have been 
live-in servants at the mansion, but apart from the old nanny, the housekeeper Kudahara, 
everyone else was out, which only added to the melancholy. 

Inside the locked room—the house. 

Then, was that mocking expression | had seen earlier one of self-derision? Was it because the 
first person to mourn the death of the "young master" he had raised with such care was 
someone as clueless as me? 

"Um... | don't know what to say." 


"You see, that's why the young master viewed you as an enemy." 


Unsure whether to apologize, and flustered (a veritable personification of suspicious behavior), 
the old woman interrupted me. 


"H... He viewed me as an enemy?" 

What is that all about? 

Just when | was beginning to feel a bit of sympathy, the information that not only was | known to 
him, but also viewed as an enemy, was not something to be taken lightly—l, Yakusuke 
Kakushidate, might be used to being wrongfully suspected by those around me, who's often 
entangled in false accusations, but to be seen as an enemy by someone completely unknown to 
me, that was something | couldn't just accept. 

Even if it was just disdain... 


"It's not so much viewed as an enemy. Maybe seen as a 'ribal' would be more accurate." 


Perhaps she couldn't bear to see me so shocked, as the housekeeper Kudahara corrected 
herself using a foreign term she was clearly not used to—yet, this did not lessen the impact. 


Why on earth? Why would a man from a founding family of a major bank, who appeared to live 
a noble life without any obvious discomfort or dissatisfaction, view an unemployed man prone to 
wrongful accusations as an enemy—a rival? 


No, it's not right to understand him, who became a victim of a robbery-murder case, only 
through a cliché profile like "the main victim" from a cast list in a mystery novel. | should have 
realized that a man of leisure has his own deep troubles and distresses. However, that doesn't 
change the fact that I'm not leading a life at the pinnacle of happiness. 


| have no recollection of being viewed as an enemy. 


I've never been in a position to threaten him—I might have been accused of numerous false 
charges, but this was the first time | was accused in such an innovative manner. 
" 


"To call it a false accusation is rather severe. You don't even know the young master's feelings.’ 


"W-Well, of course, | don't know them—but | have absolutely no memory of anything happening 
between us." 


| was almost at the point where | was about to ask her to please let me call a detective, when 
the housekeeper Kudahara said, "You are the man that the young master wanted to be, but 
couldn't—the Forgetful Detective's partner." 

With a tone that seemed to spit it out—to cut it clean. 

As if to sharply sever the dullness in me. 

".,.Could it be?" 

Partner. The Forgetful Detective's partner. 

However, it was only after this phrase was insistently repeated that | finally got it—unthinkable 
as it was, yet indeed, if there was anything about my wrongful accusation-prone self that | could 


take pride in, that was the only thing. 


"Could it be that Mr. Jukimoto wanted to be—the Forgetful Detective's partner?" 
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Ch 10: Kyoko Okitegami's Partner & Ch 11: 
Yakusuke Kakushidate's Partner 


Officer Hidarui thought to himself, 
(Il can't sympathize at all—) 


Not just a lack of sympathy, but it was incomprehensible to the point of being offensive—how 
could there possibly be those who wish to become the Forgetful Detective's partner? There he 
was, motivated by not wanting to be the scapegoat for a famous detective, fretting and fuming 
over it, and yet this was the complete opposite. 


What on earth was that person thinking? 
No, what on earth was that client thinking—the victim. 


“Yes. Although, initially Mr. Jukimoto seemed to be just a pure client. He didn't trigger my 
bodyguard senses. He appeared to be simply seeking to expand his collection, desiring Kyoko's 
skills—her skills at searching and forgetting. Nothing more, nothing less, nothing else,” said the 
Security Chief Oyagiri blandly. 


From his tone, it was unclear what he himself thought about this matter—whether he could 
understand Mr. Jukimoto's feelings or not. 


“However, it seems that by continuing to seek the detective’s aid in collecting coins, he became 
fascinated—by the lifestyle of a famous detective. By the way of life of the Forgetful Detective.” 


It was absurd to think that could be true—he wanted to raise my voice reflexively and 
emotionally, but his reason told him that he couldn't categorically deny it either. 


He had seen it happen. 


Even if the case of the young Kakushidate is somewhat extreme, within the Chikumagawa 
Police Department, there were a few officers who cooperated with her without deviating from 
their duties. Of course, for the vast majority, she was nothing more than a suspect, an elusive 
perpetrator, but it wouldn’t be strange if someone harbored a peculiar longing for her way of 
being, living unfazed even behind bars. 


“Well, maybe it's a bit confusing because | put it in the terms of a ‘partner’ like in a mystery 
novel. If it helps, you could think of it as wanting to be a ‘lover’ or a ‘boyfriend’ instead. In terms 
of being smitten by her talents, it's essentially the same thing.” 


Officer Hidarui remembered that in detective novels, the assistant of a master detective is 
sometimes referred to as the "wife role"—hmm, well, if he put it that way... it made it easier to 
understand, even though it was far from the truth. 

It was a common enough story for a well-bred, naive hobbyist, someone who didn't know the 
world, to fall head over heels for a money-grubbing member of the opposite sex whom they 
meet after turning thirty. For Ms. Kyoko, who seemed to be able to manipulate the entire police 
station at will, dealing with such a high-class idler would have been like child's play... 


“Oops, there might be a misunderstanding, so let me correct that quickly. Because, Kyoko did 
not accept any fees from this client after the second time.” 


“What...?! Impossible! You must be lying!” 

He couldn't help but reflexively and vehemently deny it. 

That detective who demanded a fee even from her cell, not taking money from a wealthy client?! 
But, of course, he quickly regained my composure—after the second time? 


“Yes. That's why, even if | talk this much, there is no breach of trust—as no money has changed 
hands, he is not a customer of the Okitegami Detective Agency anymore.” 


‘It doesn't matter.’ 

So said the Security Chief Oyagiri. 

“Since the first request, Mr. Jukimoto has asked the Forgetful Detective many times for help in 
collecting his coins—a mere pretext, a nominal reason. By doing so, he could invite Kyoko to his 
home. And he did so secretly, slipping past the patrolling eyes of the police officers. Perhaps 


when inviting Kyoko into his mansion, he felt as if he were arranging a secret rendezvous.” 


...Perhaps the mansion, a sealed room, was used as a stage setting to heighten the mood. If so, 
as a fellow police officer, he felt a nagging sense of embarrassment. 


"However, it seems Kyoko was quite indifferent today, so it wasn't a rendezvous—but no matter 
how many times she brushes him off, the Forgetful Detective forgets by the next day that an 


approach was even made. If she's summoned for a coin collection request, she'll go every time. 
To the so-called exhibition room of the Jukimoto residence." 


Hearing about a wealthy man getting repeatedly rejected by the same woman sounded 
somewhat comical, but there was also a sense of an unlaughable obsession... a persistent hope 
towards his partner, akin to his extraordinary collecting desire. 


He felt a premonition that it could somehow become the spark of an incident. 


"Yes. So, Mr. Jukimoto's case came to my knowledge as his bodyguard. Although Kyoko hardly 
felt any sense of danger." 


"Danger..." 

Of course, she would forget—every meeting was a "first time" after all—he thought, but it 
seemed not so simple. Otherwise, she could have accepted a fee for the second time 
onwards—the fact that she didn't implies that she sees through the pretext or nominal reason for 


the request every single time. 


Could it be that she didn't have a business card because, from the moment she accepted the 
request over the phone, she had seen through that this wasn't "work"? 


It was impossible to deceive a master detective, after all. 

"Yes. 'The client lies' is Kyoko's principle. However, it seems she enjoyed that in its own way." 
non 

"She doesn't seem to get upset by people chatting her up." 

A femme fatale, indeed. 


And then, he suddenly thought of him—Yakusuke Kakushidate, the specialist of the Forgetful 
Detective. 


Compared to Mr. Jukimoto, who brought in fake requests, the regular customer who was 
constantly framed and sought the detective's help each time could have been the first object of 
jealousy and envy for the high-class idler living without a care. 


Even if seen as an enemy. 


It wouldn't be strange to see him as a rival in love either. 


2 
It was truly mysterious. 
Beyond mysterious, it was even unjust. 


The housekeeper Kudahara had little to say, and much had to be filled in with imagination, but 
even if it were explained logically, Mr. Jukimoto's psychological state would still be hard to 
comprehend. 


Because, to be envied for the frequency of assisting the Forgetful Detective and being a regular 
client of the Okitegami Detective Agency, for me, is akin to being jealously told "You're enjoying 
your misfortune," when there's nothing good about it at all. 


No, well, perhaps there wasn't a single good thing, but... as compensation, the risk of my life 
being ruined each time is too great. Being told that tasting bitterness and humiliation is the 
highlight of my life... 


It's high-risk, not a highlight. 

Even if | contribute significantly as an assistant, or even feel a sense of camaraderie as 
"partners," Ms. Kyoko will forget about it tomorrow, making it even more significant—even as a 
valued customer, | won't remain in her memory. 


-But, this is also just speculation, for Mr. Jukimoto, perhaps that was the best part. 


Being forgotten might have been the greatest relief to him—not in an immediate, materialistic 
sense, or a vulgar one (though that may be part of it), but a more desperate wish. 


As a prodigal son of a prestigious family. 


| generally don't like the idea that having money doesn't make you happy or that it doesn't make 
life easy—because having money is happy, and it's easy. But the truth is, what's happy isn't 
always so, and what's easy isn't always so, either. 


Considering how Mr. Jukimoto was viewed by his relatives, and thinking about how not a single 
friend or relative has rushed to pay respects during such times, it's hard to imagine that his life, 
which ended halfway, was filled with self-affirmation. 


Seeing the portraits lined up in the hallway, given these assumptions, they seem to deviate from 
the norm as well. 


Therefore, 


It wouldn't be surprising if he held dear Ms. Kyoko, who made him forget such a self—what's 
truly strange is that he wanted to become me, of all things. 


After all, the obsession with Ms. Kyoko that led him to investigate even the occasional client that 
| am to such an extent is bordering on stalker territory. As a fellow fan of Ms. Kyoko, | can hardly 
feel any sympathy... Officer Hidarui would surely say the same. 


So, the exhibition room. 


Not long after | settled in the guest room, the sight of the basement exhibition room, to which | 
was guided by the housekeeper Kudahara, only intensified the mystery. 


It was overwhelming. 


Rather than an exhibition room, it was more like a museum—unbelievable that this space was 
owned and maintained by an individual. It was more of a slight recoil than admiration. 


Without the stopper of a bank balance, hobbies can go this far. 


Metal shelves, not made of aluminum, were embedded wall to wall, and on them, coins from all 
times and places were neatly aligned at regular intervals, as if measured with a ruler—from the 
rare to the familiar ones still in circulation. It was like looking through an illustrated catalog or 
directory. 


Seeing this, one realizes that coins are not just currency but symbols of their respective nations 
and cultural spheres, and works of art. Just by looking from one end of this display to the other, 
one could learn in detail the history of coins in human history—though | don't know how much 
time that would take. 


Ms. Kyoko once said in France that it would take over a week to see everything in the Louvre, 
but to cover this exhibition room, even for the fastest detective, it wouldn't be a day's work. 
Perhaps it would lead to consecutive all-nighters, like when she tried to read all of Hirube 
Sunaga's writings- 


..- 10 think, being able to reminisce about such "activities as the assistant to the forgetful 
detective" was a reason for Mr. Jukimoto's hostility towards me. 


But still, it's outrageous. 


Words like hobbyist or playboy evoke a generous image, but there wasn't a hint of that in this 
exhibition room—nothing but a frighteningly meticulous and obsessively managed collection. 


The method of arrangement and the display that resembled an index were one thing, but the 
management of the room's condition was exceptional. Temperature, humidity, even air pressure 
were meticulously controlled by computers to prevent any damage to the collection. 

According to the housekeeper Kudahara, the "young master," who left all his personal care to 
the servants, wouldn't let anyone else touch this room—apparently, even entering the room was 
not allowed while he was alive, and she herself entered for the first time this morning as the 
"first discoverer." 

The fact that he didn't reveal the collection to his fellow collectors and that the only ones who 
had ever entered here were Mr. Jukimoto—and the white-haired forgetful detective—speaks 
volumes. 


A collection not shown to anyone, not shared, solely his own. Ironically, this had fueled rumors 
in the collector's circle—just how special he was to him. 


Ms. Kyoko was special. 

Just as he saw me as an enemy—he regarded Ms. Kyoko as something special. 
"I'll give you my entire collection," 

he said. 

The housekeeper Kudahara quoted the "young master's" words. 


"Just accept it, it's fine. If you don't want a partner, at least let me hire you every day," said the 
young master to that detective. 


Everything. 

How much is all this really worth? 

To say that one is willing to throw away an entire collection that has been obsessively gathered 
to this extent, because of a passion for Ms. Kyoko, is a staggering story indeed—not old enough 
to be called a love of the aged, but as the zeal of a discerning adult, it is a tad too vehement. 

| glance at one corner of the wall. 

I'm no expert on coins, but just the treasure boxes filled with koban gold coins displayed over 


there would surpass my annual salary... no, my lifetime earnings, | can imagine without difficulty. 
Ms. Kakoi said that there are coins worth billions... 


"Hey, be careful there. Watch your step." 
"Eh. Oh, oops." 


That was close. Right, this is not only a collection exhibition room, but also a murder scene—lI'd 
be disturbing the site if | carelessly walked around. 


On the marble floor where | was about to step down carelessly, there was a human figure 
outlined with masking tape—at first glance, there's no bloodstain, but it seems Mr. Jukimoto had 
fallen here. 

If it was a stabbing, it wouldn't be odd for the place to be a sea of blood, but perhaps the blood 


loss wasn't that significant... Now that | think about it, the direct cause of death was not by 
exsanguination but by a psychogenic shock from the stab wound... Stab wound... 


Now that | know I'm regarded as an enemy, it might sound hypocritical, but well, putting my 
hands together here as a gesture of prayer won't bring down any punishment—t's just too sad if 
the only person praying for the deceased's soul is a single housemaid. 


...What about Ms. Kyoko? 


Waking up with her memory reset, not to a sea of blood, but still next to a "stranger's" 
corpse—must have been quite the situation. 


No, knowing her, she must have grasped the situation immediately. 


The weapon clutched in her right hand, and in her left hand—a dying message from 
"yesterday's her." 


"4234." 

That's it. That's right. 

Even if it's natural to wonder why Ms. Kyoko, a paragon of capitalist economy, a self-proclaimed 
slave to money, would reject such ardent courtship, the question I'm tasked with now is the 


second locked room mystery, this exhibition room's locked room. 


The pried open door had been removed, tossed aside facing down outside the room—like that 
of a vault, a thick round iron door. 


That door guaranteed the room's sealed nature. 


Like it was taken right off a bank's vault. 


Although it's not a detention cell, since it's underground, there are no windows, and the 
ventilation shafts are far too small for a person to pass through—the only entry point. 


"Ms. Kudahara. Is it about time you told me? Why invite me to the mansion—no, even into the 
forbidden exhibition room? You must have something you want to say to me?" 


| turned and said that. 


It can't just be because the "young master" saw me as a rival and wanted to see the face of the 
man he considered his competitor—she knew that | was the forgetful detective's partner and 
secretly beckoned me inside the mansion. If that was her intention, she could have done so in 
the previous parlor, so it seems private vengeance or punishment is unlikely—then, for what 
purpose? 


"The young master thought he was clever with his secrets... but | could see right through his 
scheming with that detective. | deliberately didn't tell the cops." 


The way she abbreviates police officers as "cops" doesn't seem to carry much respect... It might 
be that the residents of the Jukimoto residence have not built a good relationship with the 
patrolling police officers. 


Well, it's just a common person's wild guess, but guarding high-class idlers doesn't seem like 
the most motivating job, and perhaps the feeling is mutual. Anyway, it seems the "housemaid" 


was aware and tacitly acknowledged the relationship between the master and the detective. 


The offer of the collection transfer from earlier, it was eavesdropping... to put it more elegantly, 
overheard. That in itself is rather detective-like. 


And such a "housemaid," with a pained expression on her face, said, 


"_..L certainly was the first to discover it... and | did report it to the police out front, but even so, | 
just can't bring myself to believe that detective is the culprit. No... | don't want to think so." 


The housekeeper Kudahara chose her words carefully. 


"Well, anyone would think, that white-haired young lady must be the culprit... with a bloodied 
blade in her hand, alone with her in the sealed room." 


Saying this, she casually raised her arm, pointing to the left side of the exhibition room, to what 
should | call it, a corner of the ancient coin section—there was a conspicuous empty spot 
among the neatly arranged coins. 


Judging from the shape of the surrounding coins, it seemed that what had been displayed there 
was the problematic blade—the sword-shaped coin that became the murder weapon. This is 
probably a difference from an actual museum, as they are not encased in glass, meaning any 
coin—or blade—could be easily taken by hand if one so desired. 


Could be taken—if one wanted to steal? 


But then, why would Ms. Kyoko, who could have taken possession of all the collections in this 
room if she wished, want to take that particular one? 


And the old lady's choice of words was also troubling. 


It's not that she can't think it, she doesn't want to think it—because she believes Ms. Kyoko isn't 
the culprit, she provided me, her "partner," with information or rather, a chance to investigate, a 
chance to inspect the scene—but what is the reason she doesn't want to think it? 


| have a bad feeling that | can imagine why. 


How many times has the "young master," under the pretext of work, called out the Forgetful 
Detective to approach her, and if he ever forcefully cornered Ms. Kyoko and she retaliated—it’s 
not impossible that the housekeeper Kudahara, who secretly knew of the two's relationship, 
would consider it legitimate self-defense. 


It's natural not to want to think that such a thing could have happened. | don't want to think 
about it either. But after hearing about Mr. Jukimoto's personality, it seems like a plausible 
truth—legitimate self-defense might have been discussed between Ms. Kyoko and Officer 
Hidarui during their exhaustive reasoning, but what if the sealed room was established to trap 
Ms. Kyoko? 


The meaning of "alone" changes. 


"If you'd like, | can show you the young master's room later. What kind of bed do you think he 
slept in?" 


"What kind of bed... Antique, with a canopy perhaps...?" 


As | pondered what this sudden change of topic was about, exposing my lack of imagination, 
the old woman said, "It was an adjustable bed for nursing care." 


"The young master was already preparing for his old age. Since he would be spending a lonely 
old age anyway, he wanted to properly prepare and practice for the time he might become 
bedridden while he was still healthy..." 


So, was the elevator by the stairs also part of the thorough barrier-free design in preparation for 
his coming old age? 


"Indeed, | can't take care of the young master into his old age either. But before such a young 
master, that detective appeared." 


And then what? Ms. Kudahara didn't continue. 


Though she refrained from making a full testimony... surely, she doesn't want to think that the 
"young master" was killed by Ms. Kyoko, the person he was obsessed with, for money, and 
even less so that she would turn the situation around after he confined her. 


Rather than "deliberately," it is "for that very reason" that the housekeeper Kudahara did not 
speak to the police about the relationship between Ms. Kyoko and Mr. Jukimoto... even if it 
further complicates the situation. 


Certainly, Ms. Kyoko herself, given her nature, would have had a rough idea about the 
relationship between herself and the victim if she had glanced through the investigation file in 
progress... Nevertheless, it's yet another case of confinement. 


What a detective she is, to be repeatedly held captive—it's a wonder her spirit endures. 


It becomes increasingly mysterious why she didn't retire from being a detective, sell off her 
acquired collection, and live a carefree life as a "hobbyist's partner". 


There's no expert answer to give. 


If there is one... it must be Ms. Kyoko's strong attachment to her job as a detective. Being 
employed exclusively as a private detective would be different, too—there must be significance 
in being a freelance private investigator. That obsession, too, could be a point of irritation for Mr. 
Jukimoto—yet it's unlikely that Ms. Kyoko would so alienate a client with poor social skills. 


On the contrary, she's exceedingly skilled at handling the advances of the opposite 
sex—countless men, myself included, have been brought to tears by her. 


Anyway, as for the housekeeper Kudahara, she is hoping that I, the "Forgetful Detective's 
partner", will lead her to the actual truth, which is far from such an unpleasant truth, and 
although she doesn't say so out loud because of her position, she is pinning her hopes on me. 


Me, of all people-the enemy of the "young master". 

| want to help, but what | can do is paradoxical. The unpleasant truth, while unpleasant, means 
Ms. Kyoko wouldn't be charged if it were self-defense—applying the charge of robbery-murder 
would become problematic. As I've said before, depending on her actions, Ms. Kyoko, who 
could have obtained a substantial amount of money, would have no motive—wait a minute? 


Could there be another truth? 


Even if Ms. Kyoko killing Mr. Jukimoto gained her nothing—someone benefits from Mr. 
Jukimoto's death. 


The relatives who haven't even rushed to this mansion. 


I'm not sure how it would be divided, but since Ms. Kyoko has refused to accept it, all these 
collections should now be inherited by the relatives—those who were estranged. 


There is a motive. A typically strong one. 

If the current situation were neglected, Mr. Misue Jukimoto's fortune, including the collection, 
could have ended up being inherited by a detective with unknown origins (who had forgotten her 
own unknown origins)—perhaps, implicating the detective in a crime as a way to rid a noble 
family of a nuisance, one or some of the relatives conspired and orchestrated a locked-room 
murder... 

As a housemaid serving the household, this is not the truth she desired, but it's certainly more 
acceptable than the truth of the "young master" being killed in an ignoble tangle of romance and 
sexual relationships. However— 

However, this is when the locked room stands in the way. 


The solid door of the locked room. 


"...Excuse me, Ms. Kudahara. | hate to ask, but—this exhibit room door that was pried open, the 
passcode wouldn't happen to be '1234', would it?" 


| asked out desperately, like a shot in the dark. 
Why such desperation? If Mr. Jukimoto had managed this exhibit room alone as the story goes, 
he wouldn't have told the "housemaid" the passcode, and if she knew it, there would be no need 


to pry it open—the requirements for a locked room would not be met. 


But the old woman's answer to my shot in the dark shot down all my hopes. 


"There's no such thing as a passcode." 
"Eh?" 


"You can only open it from the outside with a key that the 'young master’ hid somewhere, and 
from the inside, it can't be opened even with a handle—it's an auto-lock. That's the kind of iron 
door it is. Originally, it was a vault." 


So it was practically a vault, not just a vault room—it had been remodeled into an exhibit room. | 
see, | see... With that, finally, one thing became clear. 


Without calling a professional and without searching for the "hidden" key that was mentioned, 
the decision to forcibly pry open the door—a measure irreversible and drastic—was it because 
of a hasty assumption that the beloved "young master" might be trapped inside the exhibition 
room, unable to escape? A hasty assumption, indeed? 


What if someone truly was locked in? 


By whom? Ms. Kyoko? The real culprit? Or did someone lock themselves in, seeking to be 
alone with Ms. Kyoko? 


In any case, someone must have closed the door that should have been left open. 


Even if it’s not an automatic lock, without a handle, this kind of door cannot be opened... But 
knowing this, it's hard to imagine it was a mere oversight. Should | consider the possibility of 
someone's malice or criminal intent—I hesitate to speculate, but what's certain here is that 
"1234," conveyed to me by Ms. Kyoko through the acrylic glass of the visitation room, was not a 
pin code. 


Then what? 
Wait, could it be that I've made a terrible mistake and, full of misplaced enthusiasm, I've barged 
into the Jukimoto house's exhibition room for no reason? Well, it's ostensibly a crime scene 


investigation, so it's not entirely without merit, but have | wasted my time on a needless detour 
when time is of the essence? 


This is bad. 


See, that's why | said it. I'm not cut out to be the Forgetful Detective's partner—l've said it time 
and time again. 


Thinking of me as a rival is completely missing the mark—to even call myself a specialist feels 
presumptuous. All | can really do now is go home and continue looking for a job—wait, don't 
give up so easily. 


It’s time to start over. 
"4234." 


Even if it's not a pin code, it must signify "something"—Ms. Kyoko, under pressing 
circumstances and while defying the authorities (which seems to be the usual for her), had to 
have meant to convey something that isn’t mere noise. 


To confess, the chance that she might have sent me on a wild goose chase with worthless 
information to distract Detective Hidarui isn't out of the question (she's capable of it, though | 
wouldn't say it's usual for her)—but pursuing that possibility would be pointless for me. 


Should | ask the housekeeper Kudahara directly? Like, does "1234" ring any bells for 
her—perhaps it's the "young master's" birthday on December 34th—no, there's no 34th in 
December. Or in any month, for that matter. 


However, to proceed on such a hopeless notion might jeopardize the little credibility | have left 
as the "Forgetful Detective’s partner"—the wrong information might be the very thing keeping 
someone like me, whose origins might not be unknown but seem certainly dubious, in this 
exhibition room. 


And even if the housekeeper Kudahara does have an idea about "1234"—even if he knows 
something about what Ms. Kyoko was holding in her left hand—the risk of inadvertently 
exposing the "young master's" folly by providing bad information is too high to speak lightly. 


| must figure it out on my own. 


Fending for oneself. I've never done it. I’ve always been able to rely on a detective—but of 
course, I'm motivated by the desire to help Ms. Kyoko, my benefactor. However, if Ms. Kyoko 
were to fall from grace here, in the future, should | once again face the misfortune of a false 
accusation, | would instantly lose the detective who could resolve the case. 


After all, clearing a false accusation is also a race against time—years of legal battles to win an 
acquittal don't make up for the damages incurred. That’s why | tend to rely on the fastest 
detective—not just because I'm the "Forgetful Detective’s partner." 


But, if—just if—I am the man Mr. Misue Jukimoto envisioned, then right here, | should be able to 
decipher "1234." 


The code, the dying message. 


"4234.""1" and "2" and "3" and "4." When you add "1+2+3+4" you get "10"... Could it be the "ju"( 
+) from "Jukimoto", as in "ten"? A message suggesting that someone from the Jukimoto clan, 
who are after the inheritance, is the culprit—no, that's far too vague, involving too many people. 
It doesn't work as a dying message. But then again, to take it to the extreme, it could even be 
pointing to Mr. Misue Jukimoto, the victim—well, if it was an act of self-defense against him, 
having almost been done in by him, then it's not impossible... no, it is impossible. 


It's definitely not the case. 


Looking back, it's strange that Ms. Kyoko would leave a dying message so covertly, gripping the 
murder weapon in her right hand, as a misdirection—there's no need for such actions. If she 
had known something before falling asleep, she could have left a direct message. 


If it was indeed self-defense against Mr. Misue Jukimoto, she could boldly write it down on the 
floor—she would have had plenty of time to do so. There was no need to fear someone seeing 
her. If lacking a pen, and using the victim's blood seems questionable, then carving words into 
the marble floor with a blade, or if resistant to that, yes, arranging coins to form letters— 


"...Coins?" 
The thing she was gripping—could it possibly have been a coin? 


It's like building a castle on the sand, stacking assumptions upon assumptions... but if Ms. 
Kyoko wanted to leave a message for her "tomorrow's self," and also ensure that no one else 
would know, something she clenched in her left hand—finding such a suitable "something" right 
by her side, within her reach, seems unlikely. 


It's a locked room. A locked room that can't be opened from the inside or the outside—if you 
have to leave a dying message with whatever's at hand, then just like the knife in her right hand 
was a coin, perhaps what was in her left hand was also a coin... Then, it would be plentiful in the 
locked room. 


With that thought, | look around the room once more. 


There was an obvious empty space in the old coins section, and | wondered if there were similar 
gaps elsewhere—but they were everywhere. A room that resembled a catalog, upon closer 


observation, had many "gaps"—since filling these gaps is the real charm of a collection, well, it's 
only natural... but checking all these empty spaces would be a huge task. 


In this situation where time is overwhelmingly scarce— 
No choice but to take the reverse approach. 


It's a disgraceful cheat for a master of being wrongfully accused currently at large, but desperate 
times call for desperate measures—l'll turn myself in. 


He turned himself in. 


It was right after Officer Hidarui ended such a call with the Security Chief Oyagiri, that his mobile 
phone rang with the notification of the young Kakushidate's surrender. 


"There seems to be a misunderstanding," 

said the Security Chief Oyagiri, dispassionately. 

"Officer Hidarui. You mentioned that you are beginning to faintly understand why a scion of a 
well-to-do family, with no wants, would see Mr. Yakusuke Kakushidate as a rival, but there is a 
common misunderstanding there." 

"Misunderstanding? A common one?" 

An understanding that's a misunderstanding? 

Was he being criticized for undervaluing the young Kakushidate... Indeed, having served as the 
forgetful detective's assistant, and having outsmarted Officer Hidarui himself in the visiting room, 
itis possible that he might have underestimated him unfairly. 

Or perhaps, having once mistakenly arrested him, it was his subconscious guilt that colored his 
perception... He began to reflect, but no, that was not what the Security Chief Oyagiri was 
getting at. 


He was pointing out a misunderstanding about the evaluation of the other person involved. 


"It's not always the case that Mr. Misue Jukimoto is the ‘scion of a well-to-do family with no 
wants'—he has his own life." 


"...50 what you're saying is, even rich people have their own worries, or that having money 
doesn't necessarily equate to happiness, something along those lines?" 


"That's one way to put it, but while it's not exactly a misunderstanding, it's still an insufficient 
understanding—Kyoko's job is to look at money, whereas mine is to look at people. On an 
unrelated note, | have also conducted a background check on Mr. Yakusuke Kakushidate." 


Did that mean part of the mission of a bodyguard for the Forgetful Detective, who basically 
takes on any client's request, includes evaluating the client—investigating a suspicious client 
who repeatedly makes requests seems quite natural, he supposed. 


It kinda sounded like a tale of double-tailing... 


"As much as there is confidentiality concerning the content of the requests, the personal 
information of the clients falls into a gray area, so to speak. Let me give you a brief rundown,” 


The security chief, who sounded dutiful to the job imposed upon him, was surprisingly 
talkative—personal information felt like it should be in the absolute black zone even for a 
forgetful detective, but the officer couldn't really play the voice of reason and put a stop to it 
there. 


"He doesn't live a life without inconvenience, nor is he ignorant of hardship—of course, not in 
the sense that he struggles to collect coins." 


"...1 see. So what exactly?" 


"He had one of his lungs removed due to lung cancer surgery in his early childhood... a 
complete pneumonectomy." 


Even with the Security Chief Oyagiri's steady and indifferent tone, and despite the forewarning, 
it was shocking news... lung cancer? 


"Yes. There was a coin-sized shadow on the X-ray photo... as you can imagine. That was the 
starting point of his life as a collector." 


If he started collecting coins to fill the void left in his chest, then the notion of a rich man's hobby 
would utterly vanish... Had the shadow been the size of a grain, might he have become a 


collector of grains? 


"However, lung cancer... and to have a complete pneumonectomy of one lung,” 


It must have been an advanced stage of cancer—it was a tragedy, but perhaps it was a stroke 
of luck that he didn't die from it. The postoperative progress must have been considerably good, 
which made it all the more unfortunate that he ended up getting stabbed to death that day. 


If it was lung cancer, he would have thought the victim was a heavy smoker, but wait—wasn't 
the Security Chief Oyagiri talking about his "early childhood"? 


"Yes. It happened when he was in elementary school." 
"Lung cancer in an elementary school student—" 
No—could that be possible? 


Surely such cases aren't common—but then, seeing someone so unfortunate as simply a "rich 
heir" was indeed a mistake. 


That was Officer Hidarui's reflection, but the misfortune that struck the young master was not 
due to some demonic illness—it was something more concrete. 


"It turned out to be a misdiagnosis. Whether the X-ray photo was mixed up, or there was a 
problem during the contrast procedure, or what kind of medical error it was, | did not investigate. 
In any case, due to some mistake, the right lung of the elementary schooler, which got 
completely removed, was actually perfectly healthy." 


A misdiagnosis. Some mistake. No, could it just be brushed off as a mistake? 
(Ah—could that be why?) 


If a misdiagnosis was a kind of misrecognition, akin to being wrongfully accused, then it made 
sense for the victim to be conscious of Mr. Yakusuke Kakushidate, an expert in wrongful 
accusations. But still... of course, having been subjected to numerous wrongful accusations, the 
young Kakushidate's life could be described as a complete mess, but when it comes to specific 
damage... 


Unbelievable mistakes exist in every industry... mistakes that we don't want to believe are 
possible. 


"The diagnosis was wrong, but it seems there wasn't much of a problem with his health 
condition. Fortunately, it seems there was no spread." 


Perhaps the security chief meant it as a joke to lighten the mood, but there's no way to laugh 
about it. 


(But... although it was a medical history unrelated to the case, it wasn't yet written in the 
investigation files... still, it wouldn't have been strange if the information had been passed on 
from the hospital...) 


At that moment, an idea struck him, and Officer Hidarui asked, "Could it be that the hospital 
where the skilled doctor who misdiagnosed the victim works—is not a hospital?" 


"Yes. What, did you know?" 
He did not know. 


But he inferred that the hospital, to which the victim who was found in cardiopulmonary arrest 
was transported, deliberately did not speak about the past medical malpractice. 


"| see. However, Officer Hidarui, if you're going to say that, you might as well suggest that the 
medical malpractice was covered up with the influence of the founding family of the megabank." 


"Covered up? Isn't it the opposite?" 


It could have caused a huge uproar. The hospital could have easily been shut down at that time 
for something like that. 


"That's a stereotypical way of looking at it, Officer Hidarui. | don't know the details, but it seems 
the noble family deemed it a disgrace—they saw being mistaken in such a way as 
dishonorable." 


As if a person wrongfully arrested continues to suffer people's gossip, even after their innocence 
is proven—right? 


"Of course, a suitable amount of compensation must have been paid behind the scenes. For a 
family of such prestige, they must have resisted being known to the public as the 'pitiful victim’ of 
such an ‘accident.' It's perfect bait for journalism." 


He remembered the so-called neutral and fair journalist, a known acquaintance of Yakusuke 
Kakushidate—f that reporter hadn't uncovered it yet, then perhaps the cover-up was 
meticulously executed. 


"Perhaps it's more appropriate to say that they bought the benefit of having favorable 
connections with the major hospital. However, for the young man in question, these 
circumstances might not have been satisfactory. Since then, there seems to have been a rift in 
his family—the black sheep of the clan was thus born." 


Coin collectors and black sheep don't just appear out of spontaneous mutations—there must 
have been a clear cause. 


"Is it not surprising that he is not involved in the banking industry, but also not working in a 
forty-related job, perhaps due to the aftermath of the misdiagnosis? You said there were no 


health issues, but..." 


"Physically, that is. The psychological damage was severe—he became pathologically afraid of 
suffering 'mistakes." 


"...50, he regarded Mr. Kakushidate, who continues to live positively despite being continually 
mistaken, as a rival, and worshiped Ms. Kyoko, who is never mistaken?" 


"| can't presume to know his innermost thoughts. | merely outline the periphery—I am not a 
detective." 


"Haah..." 

If one were to speak of detective-like qualities, he even thought that at this moment, compared 
to Ms. Kyoko, who was living carefree in a detention cell, the officer himself had more of a 
detective's investigative skills. 

"If one day, he is 'mistakenly' operated on again, and loses his other lung—if such a thing were 
to be concealed due to ‘adult circumstances'—it might seem like an excessive worry to a third 
party, but it was said that worrying about it caused him to frequently experience symptoms of 
respiratory failure in crowded places." 

A psychological trauma originating from a physical injury. 

Not uncommon, unfortunately. 

"That, in turn, seemed to have earned him stern criticism from his own family. They scolded him 
for using an incident from the past as an excuse to be lazy—even though he could actually 
work—'How long will you hold onto that? Forget about the past..." 

Forget, huh. 

Of course, he wanted to forget. If only it were something that could be forgotten. 


(...) 


The Security Chief Oyagiri seemed to try to correct Officer Hidarui's misunderstanding, but that 
correction only made him think more strongly. 


It was no wonder that the prodigal son held animosity towards the young man prone to being 
wrongfully accused. 


Upon being unwittingly ensnared by such an indescribable and profound sentiment, it was none 
other than the young Kakushidate who called, which even evoked anger in Officer Hidarui. 


"Seriously, this guy. How dare he show his face." 

Well, it was a phone call so he couldn't see his face anyway. 

"Officer Hidarui—l have something | want to ask you." 

Without any preamble or seasonal greetings, the young Kakushidate began—'No, the one who 
has questions is me. Where are you now, what are you doing? Did you, as expected, head to 


the Jukimoto residence? If so, there should've been a report from the patrol division...’ 


But the other didn't give Officer Hidarui a chance to interject any questions and continued 
hastily. 


"Was there any coin among the possessions confiscated when Ms. Kyoko was detained?" 

"A coin? There was no such thing..." 

Just as Officer Hidarui seemed to have figured out the other's destination, perhaps the young 
Kakushidate had anticipated the officer's actions too—but in that sense, his re-examination of 
the belongings had ended in vain, a fruitless endeavor. 

"Mr. Kakushidate. Did you find any evidence that Ms. Kyoko took something from the scene?" 
"No, not necessarily..." 

The young Kakushidate, who had been speaking fervently, seemed to regain his 
composure—well, given he was trying to clear the suspicion of robbery and murder, it was 


evidence he'd rather not find. 


"Unfortunately, Ms. Kyoko had almost nothing on her. She was so empty-handed that she could 
have breezed through airport security checks without a stop." 


‘More importantly, where are you and what are you doing now? No, no, more importantly than 
that, what on earth did Ms. Kyoko tell you in the visiting room?' Officer Hidarui tried to ask in 


return but was interrupted by the other who then asked, "What about cash?" 


Cash? 


"Oh, well, of course, there was a little bit of that—" 

Yes, that's it. You can't breeze through security checks with that in your pocket. 

It's because he said "coin"—and Officer Hidarui had followed suit—that he carelessly 
overlooked it, but cash, the coins currently in circulation, were certainly coins too. However, it 
wasn't a significant amount, and there wasn't anything particularly unusual about them... That 


couldn't have been the profit from breaking into the mansion— 


"Could you check for me? For example, if there's a hundred-yen coin from the year 2000 ora 
ten-yen coin from 1959, or if the total amount of the coins is 1,234 yen..." 


"Wait a minute, | can't remember all that all of a sudden..." 


As he moved from his desk to the storage, Officer Hidarui tried to remember—but the eras and 
the total amount didn't come to mind immediately. 


The year 2000? 1959? 1,234 yen? 


He'd have to check them himself. There was nothing he could say off the cuff—but wait, that's 
right. He remembered. 


"Some of the change was noticeably mixed with euros. Whether she traveled to Europe or what 
it was..." 


"Euros...," the young Kakushidate muttered as if something clicked. 


He seemed to be on the verge of understanding, but then he exclaimed loudly, "Wait, that can't 
be right!" 


"Indeed, Ms. Kyoko had recently been touring Europe, but that was for work—she wouldn't 
leave such traces in her pocket. She wouldn't carry them around like souvenirs!" 


He offered an expert opinion. 
But, of course, he was right. 


The concept of "mementos" didn't exist for a detective like Kyoko Okitegami—so, what did that 
mean? 


Racing through the deserted corridor, Officer Hidarui darted into the storage to recheck Ms. 
Kyoko's belongings—putting on gloves as per regulation, he picked up only the euro coins, 
avoiding the Japanese yen. 


Judging from Kakushidate's tone of voice, could this be the "something" Ms. Kyoko was holding 
in her left hand? Well, the size and number of the coins were indeed reasonable to grasp in 
one's hand... 

"The breakdown is six 1-euro coins and two 2-euro coins... making a total of ten euros." 

While confirming the denomination of the coins, Officer Hidarui informed the young Kakushidate. 
It was somewhat irksome to be answering on command, but there was no benefit to being at 
odds with him here. They might be putting handcuffs on him in a few hours, but for now, they 


needed to establish a cooperative stance. 


He wasn't about to reveal the inside information, or even whistleblowing details, he had obtained 
from the Security Chief Oyagiri... not to the point of bridging their differences, at least. 


"Ten euros... the numerology is neat, isn't it? '1' + '2' + '3' + '4'... equals '10'... Not the '10' from 


‘Jukimoto,' but... as a misdirection... where it's only the superficial meaning, and in the 
background, there is..." 


"9? " 

™Secretly’... "Two sides of the same coin’..." 

Muttering to himself on the phone, the other seemed to be deep in thought—Officer Hidarui 
found his fixation on '1', '2', '3', '4' rather odd but deliberately didn't press the issue. It seemed 
better to let him swim on his own; he might spill more information that way—just as expected, 
this young man appeared to have trouble keeping secrets, a fitting pair to the forgetful detective. 


"Ahal" 


And then, the young Kakushidate, whose location was unknown, shouted loudly enough to 
crack the call audio. 


It wasn't so much an epiphany as it was a frustration, as if he was chiding himself for not 
realizing it sooner. 


"O-Officer Hidarui—please tell me the breakdown, of those euro coins!" 

"The breakdown? | believe I've already told you that. There are six 1-euro coins and—" 
"That's not what | mean," 

The other said, trying to calm his frantic tone. 


"| want to know, not the face value breakdown—the reverse side breakdown." 


"The reverse side?" 
"Yes." 


Coins have both heads and tails—as is the case with everything. 


What a revelation. 


Astonishingly, it seems that this time, Ms. Kyoko had known the truth of this case from the very 
beginning—she had merely forgotten it. 
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Ch 12: Yakusuke Kakushidate's Surrender & Ch 13: 
Kyoko Okitegami's Visualization 


It's with considerable reluctance that | state something so obvious as if I'm expounding some 
personal theory, but for instance, a ten-thousand yen note holds its value because everyone 
believes it's worth ten thousand yen. 


It's a ten-thousand yen note because it's valued at ten thousand yen. 


This is what foreign currency exchange is all about—if a ten-thousand yen note is deemed to be 
worth a hundred dollars, then it's a hundred dollars. If it's considered to be ninety dollars, then 
it's ninety dollars, and if it's judged to be a hundred and ten dollars, then that's what it 
becomes—much like my own propensity for wrongful accusations. 


Who | am—whether the true criminal or a victim of false charges—is ultimately not for me to 
decide, but rather for the witnesses, the judiciary, the state, and detectives. To put it extremely, 
even if an alien visited Japan and compared a ten-thousand yen note with a thousand yen note, 
it would be virtually impossible for them to appraise their value at first glance. While it's an 
extreme example, it's not absurd. After all, as a child, | too believed that the most valuable coin 
was the five-yen piece—simply because it was golden in color. 


What I'm laboriously trying to convey with this well-understood truth is that people often struggle 
to judge unfamiliar currencies based on appearance alone—even the visual information doesn't 
quite register properly. 


It's a common tale of either overspending or underspending during overseas travels. Personally, 
| remember being perplexed by the use of euros during a trip to France. Ms. Kyoko may have 
forgotten, but | recall our conversation at the time. 


"When you think about it, within the EU... the European Union, having a unified currency must 
be quite convenient. Not having to exchange money every time you cross a border might just be 
the beginning of international peace," | said naively, not exactly a remark that would suggest | 
hold cultural diversity in high regard. 


To which "that day's Ms. Kyoko" responded with a smile full of indulgence, "Even within the 
European Union, the currency used isn't 'the same,’ Mr. Yakusuke." 


"Eh? But, the euro..." 


Ah, strictly speaking, the UK uses the pound, right? | initially thought that the forgetful detective 
was unaware that the UK had left the EU, but that wasn't what she meant. 


"To be precise, the 'coins' that are used are not 'the same'—even though the unit is the same." 


There are heads and tails to a coin—as she said, flipping her palm from one side to the other to 
demonstrate. 


Indeed. 


Later on, | traveled Europe with Ms. Kyoko as my "partner" and came to understand this fact, to 
truly comprehend it. 


Euro coins differ in design from country to country. While the face with the numerical value 
remains the same—the designs on the reverse side are left to the discretion of each nation. 


Coins are pieces of art. 


For example, the reverse side of a French two-euro coin bears the inscription "Liberty, Equality, 
Fraternity,” while the reverse side of an Italian two-euro coin features the portrait of the literary 
giant Dante. 


Therefore, the "ten euros" Ms. Kyoko was holding in the exhibit room cannot be simply 
perceived as ten euros—nor as six one-euro coins and two two-euro coins. 


To be exact. 


There were three one-euro coins from the Republic of Estonia (reverse side—a map of the 
country), two one-euro coins from the Grand Duchy of Luxembourg (reverse side—a portrait of 
the Grand Duke), two two-euro coins from the Kingdom of Spain (reverse side—a portrait of the 
King), and one one-euro coin from the Kingdom of Belgium (reverse side—a portrait of the 
King). 


To a foreigner, distinguishing between Hideyo Noguchi and Yukichi Fukuzawa may be as 
indistinct as these coins appear to most Japanese people—they might all seem the same. But, 


"4234." 


The message that "today's Ms. Kyoko" wrote on the meeting room's acrylic glass is the key—if 
we use it, the message that "yesterday's Ms. Kyoko" wanted to convey will come across. 


Kyoko Okitegami's Memorandum. 


In the fateful fourth interrogation room, with a steel desk between them, Officer Hidarui faced the 
young man Kakushidate—granted, there were no handcuffs or waist ropes, but once the 
situation was set up like this, it really suited the man as a suspect. 


Nevertheless, the "False Accusations Factory" and the "False Accusations Master" found 
themselves facing each other in the interrogation room after a long while—it would have been 
fine to simply listen to his story in the visiting room earlier, or, to say more, even a family 
restaurant outside the police station would have sufficed, but this was a request from the 
Forgetful Detective. 


Only Officer Hidarui and the young Kakushidate were in the interrogation room this late at night, 
but there was another "eye" in the room—precisely speaking, a camera. 


Officer Hidarui's smartphone was set up on the steel desk between them, relaying the video of 
the interrogation about to begin live to the underground detention area. 


It was, so to speak, the visualization of the interrogation. 


The Forgetful Detective, by this time, was leisurely observing the two from within the bars of a 
cell—it's worth noting that she did not own a smartphone, so she borrowed one from a young 
surveillance officer. She did as she pleased. It was a pity he couldn't supply popcorn, such was 
the level of service, but there was no longer any will to reprimand her—whatever the young 
Kakushidate was about to reveal, it was surely going to be the ultimate "service." 


The young Kakushidate, who apparently was headed to the Jukimoto residence, was, however, 
not returning in a triumphant manner, and with a restless demeanor, he sent glances towards 
the smartphone, or perhaps the camera. Or maybe, in ways Officer Hidarui couldn't understand, 
the young man and the Forgetful Detective were communicating as partners—a decidedly 
one-sided eye contact. 


Regardless, it was the beginning of a mystery-solving—mystery-solving by an assistant and an 
officer, in the absence of the detective role. 


"_..Shall we decide who speaks first with a coin toss?" 
"Who speaks first? You say something strange, Mr. Kakushidate. | have nothing left to say. All 


the information | received from the Security Chief at the Okitegami Detective Agency, | have 
already shared earlier." 


"No, not that... whether to start from the 'cause (head)' or the ‘conclusion (tail)’. 


Saying this, the young man gazed at the eight euro coins laid out on the table. 


| suppose there are many besides Officer Hidarui who doubt whether someone like me can 
solve the mystery, but naturally, it's impossible. It can't be done. 


Normally. 


But this time, the circumstances are different. If you ask the victim, Mr. Misue Jukimoto, | am the 
"Forgetful Detective's partner." 


| must do it. 

Even so, it's not something that can be achieved by enthusiasm or resolve alone, but 
fundamentally, if a code cannot be decoded, it's not a code. In this particular case, making the 
impossible possible is indeed achievable. 

For that reason, the message "yesterday's Ms. Kyoko" left for "today's Ms. Kyoko" was not 
essentially against the principles, and it wasn't an overly complex puzzle—it's a code that 
anyone could solve given enough time, and naturally, the fastest detective would be the first to 
solve it—a dying message for the Forgetful Detective, by the Forgetful Detective, and for the 
Forgetful Detective. 

She knew the truth from the very beginning. 

Not to sound like a sore loser, but the reason one could get the impression that me and Officer 
Hidarui struggled is because she divided the necessary key to solve the code between us. It 
was the result of skillful information manipulation. "1234" alone wouldn't solve it, nor would "ten 
euros worth of coins"... only by attacking from both the front and back, in a pincer movement, 
could this code be deciphered. 

To reiterate, the precise breakdown of the ten euros worth of coins is as follows: 

Estonian coins = 1 euro x 3 

Luxembourg coins = 1 euro x 2 

Spanish coins = 2 euros x 2 

Belgian coins = 1 euro x 1 


Grouped together, this becomes the following. 


Estonian coin = 3 euros 


Luxembourg coin = 2 euros 
Spanish coin = 4 euros 
Belgian coin = 1 euro 


You might have noticed—it's "1234". "1" + "2" + "3" + "4" = "10". That is, assuming that the ten 
euros held in the left hand were composed neatly in the order of "1", "2", "3", "4". 


Now, let's arrange these numbers in numerical order. 

Belgian coin = 1 euro. 

Luxembourg coin = 2 euros 

Estonian coin = 3 euros 

Spanish coin = 4 euros 

"So, are you saying... the '1234' that Ms. Kyoko wrote on the acrylic glass signifies the order of 
the country names? It's not about the euros themselves nor the value of the coins, but the 
significance lies in the order in which these four EU countries are arranged?" 

Officer Hidarui asked with a puzzled look. 

| nod affirmatively, "Yes." 

"That's why, ultimately, it could have been pounds, or even a mix of old currencies like francs or 
marks. The same message could have been created. But as | said before, if it's euros, they can 


be mixed. To anyone just looking at the surface... on the surface, it's incomprehensible." 


"However, if we turn it over and arrange it like this, what are you saying it means? Even getting 
this far, | still have no clue." 


"Having come this far, it's practically solved. It's the very basics of cryptography—try connecting 
the initial letters of each country." 


"Initial letters?" 


"Yes. In cryptographic terms, it would be called a phonetic code. The next approach after 
confirming the tail on the reverse side is the head on the surface... the head, indeed." 


Here's how it goes. 


BELGIUM = 1 euro 

LUXEMBOURG = 2 euros 

ESTONIA = 3 euros 

SPAIN = 4 euros 

"B... L... E... S? BLES? Is there such a word...?" 

Officer Hidarui tilted his head in confusion. 

| too, had only checked the spelling of each country name using an electronic dictionary 
borrowed from Ms. Kotomi Kudahara, so | couldn't be certain about idioms. However, the 
English-Japanese dictionary built into that electronic dictionary didn't have the word "BLES". 
Although | couldn't find "BLES" itself, when | tried to spell it out on the keyboard to look it up, the 
answer was discovered before proof, to my amazement. It was a moment when the common 
belief that "you can only find the word you're looking for in an electronic dictionary, unlike a 
paper dictionary" was perfectly refuted. 

If it had been displayed on the screen, | should have thought of it sooner, but | should have paid 
more attention to the fact that only the Spanish coin was not a 1 euro coin but a 2 euro coin—it 
was simply because | thought that too many coins wouldn't fit in the hand, and maybe that was 
also the case, but it was not the only reason. 

The Spanish coin was meant to double the initial letter "S"—that is to say. 


"BLESS" 


Whether it's an electronic or a paper dictionary, it's an idiom that doesn't need looking up, 
common knowledge. 


"BLESS...? Well, it's a decent enough cryptic quiz... but Mr. Kakushidate, what's that got to do 
with anything? It's hardly a situation where we can bless." 


"Because it was a situation where blessing was far from possible, there was no choice but to 
leave an imperfect, poorly done cipher. Even if you try to make an arbitrary word by connecting 
the names of Eurozone countries, you can't always make the word you want. After all, not all the 
alphabet letters are covered by the initials of the member countries." 


So spelling mistakes had to be overlooked. 


And indeed, there is a limit to the number of coins one can hold. 


So it was an unavoidable measure, not encryption—ironically making the message harder to 
decipher. 


"Yesterday's Ms. Kyoko," she wanted to convey this correctly—"Not 'BLESS' but 'BREATH." 
"BREATH." 


With much trepidation, | corrected the master detective's dying message. 
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Breath. Breathing. 


Finally grasping the true nature of the message that Ms. Kyoko had left for her future self, which 
he had been pursuing from the start, the first emotion that Officer Hidarui felt was akin to the 
typical blundering police officer in mystery novels, "Why didn't | realize something so simple 
sooner!"—but he immediately had to acknowledge that the circumstances were not so simple 
after all. 


It was still far from being completely clear. 


It seemed as though a solution had been presented, but in reality, the mystery had only called 
forth more mysteries—indeed, after the young Kakushidate loyally followed the detective's 
orders and went to inspect the scene, he obtained a testimony from the "nanny" that the police 
couldn't extract, and the meaning behind the sealed room of the exhibition space was reversed. 


The exhibition room, the scene of the incident, had been revealed to have been remodeled from 
its original use as a vault—it was difficult to discern due to the irreversible act of breaking the 
door, but that act itself could be said to demonstrate the sealed nature of the scene. 


The sealed nature was less about being a sealed room against people, and more about being 
sealed against the atmosphere—instead of applying the simple logic of "If there were only two 
people in the sealed room and one died, then the other must be the killer," something else 
should have been considered first. 

Not that there were only two people in the sealed room. 


But that there should be two people in the sealed room—despite the limited amount of oxygen. 


"As I've mentioned before—the air inside the exhibition room was computer-managed for the 
sake of the collection's quality control. Coins are, after all, mostly metal—to minimize rust, or in 


other words, oxidation, as a staple of museum exhibitions, it would be natural to keep the 
oxygen level inside at a minimum, wouldn't it...?" The young man timidly suggested, trying to aid 
Officer Hidarui's understanding—it seemed like he thought it was presumptuous of him, and 
indeed, it was a presumptuous thing to say. Even the blundering police officer role should be 
convinced by this logic. 


And because he was convinced, he was unconvinced. 
He couldn't help but point it out. 


"Mr. Kakushidate. While it's an interesting way to look at things, it fundamentally doesn't match 
the facts, does it? Sure, locking a victim inside a vault to kill them is something that might 
frequently occur in the world of mysteries and suspense. It wouldn't be strange in reality either. 
Probably you're envisioning a third party who closed the vault door while both were inside as the 
perpetrator, but it doesn't work out that easily. Because the victim didn't die from 
asphyxiation—the cause of death wasn't a lack of oxygen. The victim was stabbed to death." 


"... The report that the victim was stabbed came from the hospital where they were taken, right? 
The same hospital that once completely removed Mr. Misue Jukimoto's right lung due to a 


misdiagnosis." 


He was being surprisingly vague—what was he insinuating? Surely he wasn't suggesting that 
the diagnosis of a stabbing was another misdiagnosis? 


Of course, a hospital isn't infallible. 

If they've made a mistake once, it wouldn't be strange for there to be a second or third 
mistake—in mystery novels, evidence obtained through forensic science tends to be viewed as 
absolute, but in actual cases, human error is unavoidable. 


Whether it's fingerprint identification or DNA testing, mistakes happen. 


However, that was almost like nitpicking. Surely they wouldn't confuse a stabbing with death by 
suffocation— 


"Yes, aS you say, one wouldn't confuse stabbing with asphyxiation. But to be precise, if | 
remember correctly, the cause of death written in the investigation file was ‘cardiogenic shock 
due to a stab wound.” 


The assistant to the forgetful detective had a cheeky attitude. 


"Judging from the scene, it seemed there wasn't much bleeding either." 


"| don't understand. Whether it's death by blood loss or shock, isn't it the same that the person 
died from being stabbed?" 


"But if it was shock death, it doesn't necessarily mean it was caused by the stab wound—if one 
is stabbed in the chest, the impact is so strong that we tend to immediately connect it, but shock 
deaths can occur for other reasons too." 


...Could it be that this young man was mistaking "shock death" for something like dying from a 
big surprise? No, while such an interpretation wasn't wrong in a broad sense, it wasn't the case 
in medical terms. 


No matter what, asphyxiation wouldn't lead to shock death... Even in a room with a lack of 
oxygen, it didn't mean that the oxygen level would drop to zero the moment the door is closed. 


"The oxygen level wouldn't drop to zero instantly’ is the opinion of someone outside the locked 
room, Officer Hidarui," said the young Kakushidate. 


"No, | thought so too. The exhibition room where the collections were displayed was quite 
spacious, and even if | heard it was originally a vault, | wouldn't have imagined there was a risk 
of suffocation if trapped inside—until | learned of the message left by Ms. Kyoko." 


"However, if | were actually trapped in such a real locked room, | don't think | could remain calm. 
Just like suspects don't stay calm in interrogation rooms—moreover, from the earlier 
conversation, it seems Mr. Jukimoto had some sort of phobia about his breathing... Hearing that 
explained the reason for the excessive number of air purifiers around the house..." 


A phobia. That's right. 

The victim who had one lung mistakenly removed was pathologically afraid of "not being able to 
breathe"—enough to make him abandon a normal social life. To the extent that he was content 
being a hobbyist. 

If, as the young Kakushidate said, someone had locked him in that room, the shock he must 
have experienced was unimaginable... If it were a gag manga or a comedy, dying of shock 
wouldn't be strange at all. 

(But wait? Even if it's not shock death...) 


It could have led to respiratory failure. 


Like a sort of attack. 


According to the Security Chief Oyagiri, Mr. Jukimoto gave up social life not for health reasons, 
but because his fear of suffering mistakes made him suffer respiratory failure around many 
people—but, couldn't we take a more simplistic view? 


If we equate the presence of many people with the consumption of oxygen—then perhaps what 
he feared was not mistakes, but suffocation. 


So what if that was possible? 


Indeed, if that were the case, even if oxygen wouldn't "drop to zero instantly" when "trapped" in 
the exhibition room, there was room for discussion that he could have panicked—even 
someone without Mr. Jukimoto's serious respiratory issues would likely panic if locked in a 
confined space. 


But even so, the fact that Mr. Jukimoto had been stabbed when found was an indisputable 
reality—no matter how many hypotheses were piled on, that fact couldn't be overturned. 


It didn't clear the suspicion against Ms. Kyoko. 


Yet, if we were to forcefully wring out some kind of deduction, could it be possible that Mr. 
Jukimoto, in a state of confusion fearing suffocation, did not approach Ms. Kyoko but rather 
attempted to kill her to monopolize the oxygen, and Ms. Kyoko had no choice but to stab Mr. 
Jukimoto in self-defense? 


However, if we consider that possibility, we must also examine the likelihood that Ms. Kyoko 
stabbed Mr. Jukimoto to monopolize oxygen—this motive could be considered even more 
urgent than that of a robbery-murder for money... After all, what's desired was oxygen. 


"Well, even if there was a fight over oxygen, if it came to that, one wouldn't be held 
accountable—even if it's not self-defense, it should fall under the plea of emergency avoidance 
in that case." 


The master of wrongful accusations had shown off his knowledge of the law—his behavior was 
suspicious, but it had become confident. However, the young Kakushidate continued, "But in 
reality, there shouldn't have been any killing.” 


"Think about it. If, according to the hypothesis, Mr. Jukimoto panicked from being 'trapped' and 
suffered respiratory failure, there would be no need to stab him—it would be unnecessary to lay 
a hand on him. And even if you were attacked by a victim in such a condition, avoiding the 
attack would be easy." 


It might not be so clear-cut, but, well, if there was indeed enough space in the room, it would be 
wiser to run away than to stab a person who was panicking. 


And when it comes to wisdom, the famous detective seldom fell behind others—one assumed 
that the "Forgetful Detective" could maintain her composure even in adversity. This was 
sufficiently demonstrated by Ms. Kyoko's behavior during her interrogation and in her holding 
cell. 


Ironically, being treated as a criminal actually supported the fact that Ms. Kyoko was not an 
impulsive murderer—even trapped and possibly running out of oxygen, she would not panic 
immediately. She would think of a way to escape. No, not just a way to escape, but a way to 
save others too—indeed. 


Just being locked in a vault and unable to get out would be a sufficient stress factor for most 
people, and if at the same time, a person trapped with them suffered respiratory failure due to 
panic, most would lose their composure and only flounder. But Ms. Kyoko might be able to take 
appropriate action under those circumstances. 


And do so with the utmost speed. 


The question is, what did 'appropriate’ refer to in this case—stabbing a fellow inmate who was 
struggling to breathe in order to monopolize the oxygen? No, that would hardly be appropriate. 
As the young Kakushidate said, there was no need to take matters into one's own hands. 


Instead, the appropriate action would be to perform lifesaving measures. For the person 
suffering respiratory failure, that would mean performing artificial respiration— 


"Artificial respiration isn't always the appropriate response to respiratory failure, Officer Hidarui. 
In fact, artificial respiration could end up being the final blow." 


"Eh? But for cyanosis—" 


As a police officer, he had received the minimum required training. In cases of respiratory 
distress, you first lay the person on their back to secure the airway—if it wasn't cyanosis? What 
if it was that condition that is often discussed hand in hand with cyanosis—if that's what the 
victim was most afraid of, a lack of oxygen, then that symptom would make sense as the cause 
of the attack. 


Hyperventilation. 
In that case, one must absolutely not perform artificial respiration. Adding more air to someone 
who is already breathing too much could result in the rupture of the alveoli. Even without 


artificial respiration, in the worst case, it could lead to the development of a pneumothorax— 


(...!) 


"So, you're saying Ms. Kyoko stabbed the victim in the left chest as a form of lifesaving 
measure!?" 


The young Kakushidate nodded quietly. Holding his breath. 


5 


When it comes to TV dramas, crime and medical shows dominate the scene these days—the 
condition known as pneumothorax, which might have been unfamiliar a generation ago, is now 
relatively well-known, and the fact that penetrating the lung wall is an effective treatment is 
something that can be known without having to read "Home Medical" thoroughly. 


Indeed, even an amateur like me knew that, and even if she hadn't seen recent TV dramas, it 
wouldn't be surprising if Ms. Kyoko, with her detective knowledge, knew it—it would be more 
surprising if she didn't. 


But there was a blind spot. 


Certainly, the sight of saving a patient suffering from respiratory failure by stabbing in the chest 
is literally dramatic and makes for a good picture, and if | can be so bold, it is even stylish—but 
a puncture for lifesaving is different from, say, artificial respiration. 


It was surgery. 


Surgical procedures without the hands of medical professionals are entirely illegal 
actions—precisely why they were a complete blind spot. 


Even for Officer Hidarui. And for me as well. 


When | heard "stabbed in the left chest,” | naturally thought, "They must have been aiming for 
the heart," but | completely forgot that the left chest also contains a lung. However, the message 
of the coin that Ms. Kyoko had clenched in her left hand—"Breath"—led me to intuitively leap to 
that conclusion. At the same time, the question arose, "Would she go that far?" Nonetheless, 
when Officer Hidarui scrutinized the personal information of the victim, which he obtained from 
Ms. Kyoko's bodyguard, he had no choice but to accept that "she would go that far." 


Even if a pneumothorax occurred, if the other lung was still breathing, the respiratory system 
would be secured—there would be no need to deliberately break the law. But the victim's other 
lung had been completely removed due to a misdiagnosis—it was crucial to restore it as quickly 
as possible before hyperventilation turned into cyanosis. 


And when it comes to acting swiftly, there is no one to rival the forgetful detective—surely, after 
confirming the state of the right lung, she must have hardly hesitated to stab Mr. Jukimoto in the 
left chest. 


In that situation, neither the law nor self-preservation would have acted as brakes to stop Ms. 
Kyoko—if the cause of death was not asphyxiation, it suggests that the measures taken for the 
pneumothorax were successful. 


But it did not lead to saving a life. Even the fastest action was too late. 


If an amateur were to express an opinion based on knowledge acquired from medical dramas, it 
would be that the expanded left lung due to pneumothorax pressed on the heart, causing blood 
flow obstruction and leading to shock death by cardiac arrest. 


That would not contradict the "narrative trick" applied in the chart by the major hospital to which 
the victim was transported—a hospital not wanting to touch upon past medical malpractice, yet 
unable to write a blatant lie, resorted to a description that desperately separated the respiratory 
circumstances and cause of death. 


A description that excised the inconvenience. 


"_..Verifying whether this leap of logic is correct or not is simple. It's not a second opinion, but... 
we should request an autopsy of the victim's body. Of course, at the police hospital." 


Normally, an autopsy wouldn't be performed for such a simple "stabbing incident,” but if the 
death certificate from the hospital of transport is not trustworthy, it may be inevitable—to 
determine whether the victim had a pneumothorax just before dying. A blood test might confirm 
the respiratory condition as well. Naturally, even if the stabbing was in the lung, the possibility 
that the shock led to cardiac arrest must also be considered—after alll, life-saving measures can 
sometimes be fatal, which is why medical acts by amateurs are illegal. 


"_..But if that's the case, Mr. Kakushidate, doesn't that add another mystery? Even if it was an 
illegal act, for Ms. Kyoko, it was a medical act based on conviction. Even if it was too late in the 
end—then, instead of leaving such a roundabout message by clutching a coin, she should have 
left the details openly to prove her case." 


Yes. That's what | thought at the scene as well. 
Even without a pen, there were plenty of ways—like scratching the floor with the same blade or 


arranging coins on the floor to write words—so that things wouldn't have become so 
complicated. 


No, to put it more, if she stayed awake for one night, Ms. Kyoko's memory regarding the 
circumstances that led her to stab the victim would not have been reset—just that, it didn't turn 
out that way. 


Even after Mr. Jukimoto passed away despite the resuscitation efforts, the situation of being 
trapped and eventually running out of oxygen hadn't changed at all. 


No, to be precise, it had changed slightly. 


The amount of oxygen she could use had doubled—however, since the original amount was 
unknown, and since it was unclear when rescue would come, it couldn't be said that there was 
any room to spare. The detective and the client were in the exhibition room for essentially covert 
operations. Since they were inside the mansion and the person trapped was the mansion's 
owner, it was presumed that help would arrive eventually—indeed, by the next morning, the 
housekeeper Kudahara had noticed the disappearance of the "young master" and was breaking 
down the door. 


Now that we knew Mr. Jukimoto's personal information, it might have been that the housekeeper 
Kudahara chose to break the door rather than call a locksmith because he feared that the lord, 
who suffered from psychological issues related to the respiratory system, might have an attack if 
trapped in a highly sealed room. 


And that's exactly what happened. 


Even though it cannot be said to be any more hopeful than the notion that she was attacked and 
killed while trying to ensnare the perpetrator, 


"Anyway, Ms. Kyoko had to limit her activity. Normally a lively person who lives to move, who 
could be described as speedy and sporty, this time Ms. Kyoko had no choice but to stay as still 
as possible, breathe as little as possible—in order to wait for help, she needed to minimize her 
oxygen use." 


"No, no... Mr. Kakushidate. It's not like she's a yoga master who can control her breathing just 
like that—" 


While saying this, it seemed Officer Hidarui also realized something. Of course, not that he 
remembered Ms. Kyoko was a yoga master. 


That's why Ms. Kyoko had to sleep. 
She entered a sleep state inside the sealed room. 


Even though it was not as effective as meditation, among the options available, it was the most 
optimal—but of course, she couldn't just sleep. She had a special circumstance where her 


memory reset upon waking—if she woke up in the sealed room with a dead body stabbed in the 
chest next to her, even the usual Ms. Kyoko might suspect herself of being the perpetrator. 


So, in a situation where there was no time—where there was no oxygen, she had to create a 
dying message on the fly. 


There was no luxury of time. 
There was only makeshift improvisation. 


No matter how unclear or convoluted, no matter how imperfect or incomplete, without the time to 
cover everything, she had to adopt the first idea that came to mind—believing that the truth she 
knew now would be understood by her future self. 


Unfortunately, "today's Ms. Kyoko" could not perfectly live up to the full trust of "yesterday's Ms. 
Kyoko"—if she had, she would not have been arrested on the spot, but she could not 
immediately deduce the truth from the few coins she was clutching when she woke up. 


Rather, at that point, there were too many possibilities, and Ms. Kyoko, who prided herself on 
exhaustive reasoning, could not narrow down to the truth—that's why she quietly allowed herself 
to be arrested. 


| had predicted that Ms. Kyoko fell into the trap herself, but this was, so to speak, like falling into 
a trap she had set for herself. 


She stormed into the interrogation room to be taught the outline of the case by the police—to 
hold out in the detention cell. 


It was probably when she scrutinized the investigation files that she got a rough idea, but still, 
she could not be certain from the report alone, which included narrative tricks from the hospital 
to which she was transported. Even if she could barely guess that Mr. Jukimoto was the client, 
without knowing the situation of his right lung, she couldn't deduce why she would take such 
precipitous action. So, in a way that almost broke the promise with Officer Hidarui, she adopted 
a plan to mobilize me, the "specialist." 


Gathering evidence. 

Officer Hidarui thought that Ms. Kyoko had involved me, a third party, because she harbored 
distrust towards the police who were restraining her, but more accurately, it was probably that 
Ms. Kyoko did not trust the investigation file itself. According to that reading, "the culprit would 


be her." 


"Regardless of the mystery... the problem, even if it remains..." 


After maintaining silence for a while, Officer Hidarui eventually spoke as if to conclude. 


"At the very least... it seems we no longer have a reason to detain the suspect under the current 
suspicion of aggravated murder." 


The man known as the 'False Accusations Factory' emitted an air as if a weight had been lifted 
off his shoulders at this time—perhaps revealing his true desire for the forgetful detective to 
quickly leave the jail cell. But could that be seen as somewhat of a malicious interpretation? 
However, if that were the case, | would feel sorry for Officer Hidarui, but all the reasoning up to 
this point is purely my own—an amateur's opinion... merely the opinion of a specialist, and 
ultimately only the opinion of a forgetful detective's specialist. 

The opinion of the forgetful detective might be different. 

| might have just spoken at length about something completely off the mark—therefore, | turned 
my gaze toward the smartphone on the table, which had been visualizing this interrogation 


drama. 


| looked at the camera of the smartphone connected to the underground detention area. No, | 
looked at the microphone. 


"Ms. Kyoko. Was this alright?" 


If you ask whether it was good or bad, nothing good had happened—regardless of the truth, Mr. 
Jukimoto had met an untimely death. 


A pitiable person died pitiably. 

Such a truth could not possibly be good. 

So | corrected myself. 

"Ms. Kyoko. Was | able to serve as your assistant today?" 

| didn't say it was enough to be a rival to Mr. Jukimoto while he was alive. 

There was no reply. 

Feeling anxious about not having received a passing mark after all, Officer Hidarui, who seemed 
puzzled, manipulated the smartphone and increased the volume to the maximum, which 


resulted in a sound from the speaker: 


"ZZZ..." 


A gentle snoring could be heard. 


The onset of sleep of the forgetful detective, who solves every case in a day, was the 
undeniable evidence of the case's resolution and a certificate of passing for this inadequate 
assistant. 


The forgetful detective, full of mysteries and secrets, possessed a true identity as elusive as a 
mix of fact and fiction, yet that gentle snoring was unmistakably genuine and innocent, free of 
any deception or guilt. 


we HRiU¢oH eK 


Final Ch: Kyoko Okitegami's Liberation 


The release of the forgetful detective was scheduled for the following evening after all the 
necessary procedures were taken care of—however, when Officer Hidarui visited the detention 
center, Ms. Kyoko was still lying on her cot, not yet awakened, so in her perception, "today" had 
just begun. 

"Why am | inside a cell...? And why am | wearing a police uniform?" 

She seemed quite confused upon waking, but Officer Hidarui patiently explained everything 
from the beginning—how she had been detained on suspicion of robbery and murder, how the 


suspicion had been cleared, and that she had put on the police uniform of her own accord. 


"Don't make fun of me. It's inconceivable that | would engage in sophistry and want to wear a 
female officer's uniform. This must undoubtedly be a false accusation." 


Even with her memory reset, she proved to be a troublesome suspect—one whom he did not 
want returning. 


"No, no. I'll come back, just like an ex-girlfriend." 


"Please don't come back like an ex-girlfriend... And let me remind you, amateur medical practice 
is not a false accusation. You can expect an inquiry about that case later." 


"If it's later, then it has nothing to do with the me of today." 
Ms. Kyoko made a feigned ignorant remark. 
It seemed that the memory reset had only increased her sassiness and trouble. 


(Well, | suppose that matter will also end without reprimand... now that the re-examination 
results are out...) 


"Could you please return the euro coins to the Jukimoto residence on my behalf, Officer 
Hidarui? Strictly speaking, it seems that "the me from the day before yesterday" committed the 
illegal act." 


"Yes, | will gladly take care of that." 
While it may not qualify as robbery, taking the collection without permission could constitute 


theft—however, since Mr. Jukimoto, the original owner, had hinted at transferring it to Ms. 
Kyoko, it would be difficult to make a case there. 


"The collection will probably be divided among the distant relatives of the deceased, but at least 
| will entrust these euro coins to Mr. Kakushidate, so he can pass it on to Ms. Kudahara." 


"If you would do so. Just as you have kindly enlightened me, please gently inform her of the 
truth... Mr. Kakushidate, was it? I'm in his debt, though I've forgotten." 


She spoke nonchalantly. 

As an assistant, she was a detective who left much to be desired. 

"Well, it would be troublesome if you came back as an ex-girlfriend, but as a detective, I'm sure 
we'll be calling on you again. Your suspicion has been cleared, but the request | asked of you 
has not yet been fulfilled." 

"Eh? Was that so?" 

Her attitude suggested not that she was feigning ignorance, but that she genuinely didn't 
know—no, no, it wouldn't do for her to feel as if everything was over just because her suspicion 
was Cleared. 

The case couldn't be considered solved until the true culprit was arrested. 

The situation differed from the previous case. 

"Ah, the true culprit..." 

"Yes. According to Mr. Kakushidate's deduction, someone must have closed the door and 
locked you two in the exhibition room, anticipating that the victim would suffer breathing 
difficulties..." 

It wasn't a surefire way to kill, but it could be disguised as an accident, and even if an attack 
didn't occur, there was an ordinary risk of suffocation if discovery was delayed—premeditated 
intent to cause inevitable harm. 

Who exactly was the true culprit who managed to slip past the patrol officer's surveillance and 
enter the Jukimoto residence? Without figuring this out... the relatives set to inherit were 
suspicious, but considering the presence of the police box, there could be an inside perpetrator. 
The live-in servants were also suspects, and surprisingly, the possibility that the "nanny" who 
first discovered the scene was the one who closed the door... or perhaps a third party aware of 


a backdoor... 


"| don't think that's the case," 


"Eh?" 

He was interrupted in the midst of his exhaustive, imitative deduction. 

"No, you may be thinking, 'What is she talking about, having just learned of the incident?’ But | 
think you don't need to overcomplicate it... It's Occam's razor. Earlier, Officer Hidarui mentioned 
the possibility of staging an accident." 

‘Wouldn't it be more appropriate to consider it an accident?’ 

That's what Ms. Kyoko said. 


(An accident... really?) 


"Are you saying that Mr. Jukimoto accidentally closed the door? Such a careless mistake—in his 
own house, in his own room? Unthinkable." 


"Is that so? From what I've heard, this person has repeatedly requested my services, right? 
Meaning, he must have led me to the exhibition room numerous times—f it were just once, he 
would have been cautious, but if it's repeated, a mistake could occur. It's his own house, his own 
room—complacency can set in." 

He was rendered speechless by her argument. 

No, but... well, if that was the case, there was no need to fabricate the existence of a "real 
culprit." Even if one suspected relatives, they would typically be wealthier than the victim, or 
were one to consider an inside job, they would lose their job due to the victim's death. 

It indeed seemed more plausible that an accident could occur rather than hypothesizing the 
existence of a third party familiar with a backdoor—but it was hard to believe that Mr. Jukimoto, 
who had a strong fear of "not being able to breathe," would make such a careless mistake. 


He would've been extra cautious in that situation. 


Well, if one started there, it was already strange that a vault room with high airtightness was 
converted into an exhibition room for a collection— 


"That's where ‘malice aforethought’ comes in, Officer Hidarui," 
Ms. Kyoko said. The Forgetful Detective said. 


The Fastest Detective said. 


"Learning that he frequently entered and exited a room that posed a risk of suffocation, this 
detective immediately thought—what a dangerous act. It's practically like a suicide attempt." 


"Maybe Mr. Jukimoto wanted to make a careless mistake someday—buying a care bed and 
showing intentions of living a long life was perhaps an inverse expression of that wish," 


It was impossible to argue that Mr. Jukimoto had a desire for suicide—what could the motive 
be? 


There could have been countless reasons for wanting to die. 

A pitiful person died pitifully. 

Not out of desire—but despair. 

"...50, was it his desire to involuntarily involve you, Ms. Kyoko? Is that why he repeatedly 
requested your services and invited you to the exhibition room? Was what he truly desired a 
double suicide?" 

"What do you think? | have no intention of speculating about someone I've never met," 

Ms. Kyoko said, taking a step back before concluding, "Despite being aware of the potential risk, 
the reason he panicked so much when locked in, could be interpreted as because he involved 
me, and that doesn't seem too inconsistent." 

The Fastest Detective indeed. 

Once the handcuffs were off, it took only five minutes after waking up to solve the case. 


(Oh well...) 


A case labeled as a murder, when flipped by a master detective, could also be called an 
illness-related death—perhaps, a "Kyoko Okitegami's covert illness-related death." 


Once again, the officer had played the role of the "bumbling detective"—indeed, from start to 
finish. 


The young Kakushidate, regardless of whether it was worthwhile or not, had fulfilled his role as 
an assistant, perhaps even more than that—if it weren't for him, an expert on the Forgetful 
Detective, that release wouldn't have happened. 


But even if Officer Hidarui had been present or not, this case would have certainly been 
resolved... Eventually, the Security Chief Oyagiri, having sensed the situation, would have 
rushed to the station, and then the details of the client, and by extension the victim, would have 
been revealed. Despite the policeman's eagerness to outdo the master detective this time, it 
seemed that such an attitude was, after all, the hallmark of a third-rate player. 


"Ah, you are modest, aren't you? The famous officer who arrested me." 

"Please spare me the sarcasm. It was another detective who made the arrest; | merely took 
over the case. In fact, most of the mystery solving was done by your expert—your 'partner’, Mr. 
Kakushidate, and | really did nothing—" 

"Yes. I'm sure even 'yesterday's me' was grateful to Mr. Kakushidate, though I've forgotten." 


Mr. Kakushidate, it seemed, went indeed unrewarded. 


He began to reconsider whether playing the role of the foolish officer might be preferable after 
all, 


"But, | believe that 'yesterday's me' was equally, if not more, thankful to you, Officer Hidarui. 
Though | have forgotten—without you, Officer Hidarui, my release would not have been 
possible," 


asserted the forgetful detective, with a tone full of conviction. 

Not a hypothesis, nor a presumption. 

"Because, you see, Officer Hidarui, you don't seem to like me very much, right?" 

"Eh... Certainly not." 

Had he shown his annoyance inadvertently? 

No, perhaps his rejection of the master detective had naturally intermingled with the manner in 
which he recounted the events of the case... That was a careless mistake; he had forgotten that 
this forgetful detective was a master of interrogation. 

"The reason ‘yesterday's me' was convinced of my innocence is unquestionably due to the dying 
message from 'the me of two days ago’, but it's not impossible that the message was a 
complete lie and that 'the me of two days ago' killed Mr. Jukimoto on a whim, out of a desire for 
his collection. So, if | had been the perpetrator, | thought that this person, who is critical of me, 


would surely judge me properly. A safety net to prevent the master detective's runaway actions. 
A job that fans and experts, or the soon-to-be-fired security chief, couldn't possibly do. While | 


receive praise and errors as a detective who doesn't need an assistant, still, it's always 
important to have a critic who views me strictly as an equal." 


"Or maybe you actually had a fondness for me", Ms. Kyoko speculated mischievously with a 
smile. 


(...) 

He couldn't sympathize. 

Rather, he felt repulsed. 

He had harshly criticized the nonsense of the prodigal son who couldn't differentiate between 
reality and fantasy, wishing to become the forgetful detective's partner—he had thought that he 
would never want to be the sidekick to a master detective and had lost his enthusiasm for it. 


But perhaps that too was just two sides of the same coin. 


To say that he didn't feel a surge of emotion when recognized as an equal would be perjury—he 
didn't want this feeling to be expressed with such a primitive word as ‘desire for recognition’. 


(Self-loathing... Is that what it was?) 

The day called 'yesterday', or perhaps some day long before, when he continued his resistance, 
thinking that he would never surrender, now seemed like it had finally ended for Officer Hidarui 
as well. 


Did you have a fondness for me? 


(Everyone must have been ensnared by this person in the same way... It's no wonder they were 
all deceived.) 


How calculating can one be? 

Truly, a detective who sins by her very existence. 
"That is..." 

"Yes?" 

"That is a grave miscarriage of justice, Ms. Kyoko." 


Very well. Let that be. 


The next first meeting would also be as adversaries. 


Officer Hidarui, with a bitter smile of resolve, released the subject of the mistaken arrest within 
the detention period. 


Appendix 


As promised, | served as one of the many sources of information for the journalist Toshiko 
Kakoi, providing her with the details of the case within the scope of what could be made public. 
However, she chose not to report it as an article. Perhaps she deemed it lacked news value, or 
maybe her interest had shifted towards the dark side of the medical field. Either way, it seems 
the biography of the Forgetful Detective she plans to write is still a far-off story. 


According to Ms. Kakoi, the bodyguard of Ms. Kyoko, who apparently knows me better than | 
know myself, yet whose name | do not know, seems to have been fired again. However, from 
what I've heard from Officer Hidarui, this man took on the role of guarantor for Ms. Kyoko’s 
release. It is a relationship hard to comprehend by others. 

In contrast to those resilient individuals, | find myself returning to my daily routine, writing 
resumes like copying scriptures. Coming back to everyday life, unlike Ms. Kyoko, who fell into a 


deep sleep as soon as the case was solved, | feel as if | have just awoken from a dream. 


| am not even certain if a person named Misue Jukimoto really existed... or perhaps, | simply 
wish to believe so. 


A pitiful human died pitifully. 
| don't want to think of it that way, perhaps. 


So, by consciously treating that event as a mere fantasy, | try to forget it naturally, as if planning 
an "implied intent" to do so—but is that really the case? 


A pitiful human died pitifully. Is that the conclusion? 


After some time has passed to reflect—something the Forgetful Detective cannot do—I'm not so 
sure anymore. 


It seems wrong to simply write off his death as pitiful after suffering respiratory failure and dying 
despite emergency medical treatment. 


For instance, by having a seizure, he ultimately left more oxygen for Ms. Kyoko, who was 
trapped with him... If one were to interpret it that way, his final moments, surrounded by his 


lifelong collection and dying for the detective he idolized, might not have been entirely unhappy. 


Or perhaps, did he intentionally induce the seizure? 


While it's only imaginable whether that was possible, the client who was inadvertently trapped in 
a locked room due to his own inevitable carelessness might have chosen not to recover from 
respiratory failure—at that moment, he might have. 


Instead of seeking a breath of air, he sought a blessing breath. 


Not a death mistakenly caused by meaninglessness, but a meaningful death that served his 
admired detective. 


Of course, the realistic Ms. Kyoko would never acknowledge such self-sacrificing heroism, and 
that's why she performed an invasive life-saving procedure, even breaking the law—but 
perspectives can change, and so does what one perceives. 

Heads and tails flip over. Dreams and reality interchange. 

The only thing that didn't flip in this incident was Ms. Kyoko's stance towards herself... Whether 
she was put in detention or pressured by a client against the backdrop of her collection, she 
never ceased being a detective. 

Because it's a blank slate, both sides are the same. 

| cannot do the same. 

After awakening from the dream of being admired by an unknown leisure class, | continue to 
face the reality of my ongoing unemployment. Thus, the misunderstanding he held towards me 


may one day become the truth... A tomorrow where it could become reality might arrive. 


With the completed resume in hand, | headed towards the Okitegami Detective Agency—not as 
a client today. 


Afterword 


The slogan "the back of the back is the front," which | have used many times in my novels, is 
like a basic catchphrase of mysteries. However, this familiar technique can carelessly lead to a 
truth that just seems, "Isn't this normal?" If you flip "the back of the back is the front" slogan over 
again, it becomes "the front of the front is the front." It's fascinating that in the realm of mystery, 
this technique is based on a trust relationship between the author and the reader, a trick, it 
seems. A kind of strange trust relationship exists between an author trying to surprise the reader 
and a reader poised to see through the author's tricks. Perhaps this could even be called a 
complicity in establishing a single book of mystery. This breathing space, "Let's overlook this 
level of contradiction," or "Some misreading is inevitable," can lead to a certain laxity that 
requires some caution. However, pretending to believe in a false truth like, "This must be a 
misdirection," can be surprisingly the most thrilling part of the reading experience. Read it 
thinking you've been tricked. Then "the back of the back is the front" might be more of a promise 
between the author and reader than a catchphrase... but there are patterns that break even 
promises, so it's hard to say for sure. 


And so, this is about the ninth installment of the Forgetful Detective series. | don't remember 
exactly, but | always write with the mindset that it's the first in the series. Essentially, that means 
I'm writing as if it's the last in the series as well, which is both sides of the same coin. However, | 
feel this book exists because of the previous approximately eight volumes. Simply put, it was a 
collaboration between Mr. Kakushidate's version and Inspector Hidarui's version. To tell the 
truth, this style of writing is unusual for me, not just limited to the Forgetful Detective series, but 
despite it being unfamiliar, it was relatively easy to write... probably because | wrote it with the 
intention of starting a new series, forgetting the usual style. It's like not knowing which is the 
front and which is the back after continuously flipping cards, but that's how it was for about the 
ninth installment of the Forgetful Detective series, "The Back Cover of Kyoko Okitegami," or was 
it "The Cover Back of Kyoko Okitegami”... 


In keeping with the title and content, this book features a double-sided cover. Please enjoy the 
Kyoko Okitegami drawn by Mr. VOFAN, which integrates both front and back. Both sides 
become surprisingly fitting. The next work will be the tenth installment, and | believe the title will 
surely be "The Color Sample of Kyoko Okitegami." That is, if | don't forget. 


Nisio Isin 


